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INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 



TALES, SKETCHES, ETC. 

The first group of short pieces embraced in this vol- 
ume belongs to Hawthorne's earlier period ; excepting 
"Browne's Folly," which was addressed to the author's 
cousin, Mr. Richard Manning, of Salem, after the re- 
turn from Europe. The " Sketches from Memory," 
like those in the " Mosses," and one in " The Snow- 
Image," reveal the fact that, at some time in his bach- 
elor life, Hawthorne made a trip through portions of 
New York ; but of this journey no other data have 
ever come to the editor's knowledge. He took a little 
tour in 1830 or 1831, or perhaps in both years, in Con- 
necticut, Western Massachusetts, and in New Hamp- 
shire ; and it was perhaps at this time that he crossed 
the boundary into New York. The "Journal of a 
Solitary Man " and " My Home Return " may not im- 
probably be connected with the narrative of "The 
Story-Teller" which Hawthorne had planned as an 
accompaniment to the " Twice -Told Tales." ^ All the 
youthful pieces here preserved had been left in the ob- 
scurity of old periodicals, their very existence possibly 
forgotten by the author himself, and were gradually 
discovered during the five or six years immediately 
foUowing his death. 

^ See the editor's Introductory Note to the Twice-Told Tales, 
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In June, 1837, Hawthorne, writing to Longfellow, 
had observed : " I can turn my attention to all sorts 
of drudgery, such as children's books, etc." One 
among several outgrowths of the ability he referred to 
was the group of " Biographical Stories " in the pres- 
ent volimae, hitherto included with " Grandfather's 
Chair," under the general heading of " True Stories." 
That he regarded the writing of them as in one sense 
drudgery, as a performance which would not have been 
undertaken but for the necessity of earning a liveli- 
hood by his pen, appears probable from a letter which 
he addressed with the MS. of " Queen Christina " to 
the conductress of a periodical in Northern New York. 
Of this letter, which has been inaccessible for a long 
time, the date (according to the editor's remembrance) 
was about two years after that of the one to Longfellow 
just mentioned ; and the terms in which it was couched 
left the impression that Hawthorne was then much in 
need of employment. We must not, however, forget 
his own statement in the brief note prefixed to the 
stories, that " this small volume and others of a simi- 
lar character . . . have not been composed without a 
deep sense of responsibility." Indeed, whatever he 
wrote for children Hawthorne prepared with as much 
conscientiousness as the matter which he offered to a 
mature audience ; and, conversely, his stories for older 
readers were invested with such a refinement of sim- 
plicity that they were often well suited for children. 
A circumstance illustrating this is that " The Lily's 
Quest," afterwards issued in the second series of 
"Twice-Told Tales," was first printed (January 19, 
1839) in " The Southern Rose," a weekly paper for 
young readers, published at Charleston, South Caro- 
lina. 
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The "Biographical Sketches," that follow next in 
the order of contents, appear here as the result of a 
gleaning from old magazines, which was made after 
Hawthorne's death. Designed to fulfil purposes of the 
moment, they are of course not to be placed in the 
same category with the purely literary work which he 
acknowledged. Nevertheless, the papers upon Mrs. 
Hutchinson, Sir William Phips, and Sir William Pep- 
perell, are valuable as evidences of the study which he 
devoted to passages in the history of New England ; 
study largely instrumental in developing that innate 
knowledge of his native region which gives perennial 
force to the picture presented in " The Scarlet Let- 
ter." The outline of Jonathan CUley's career shows 
how active had been his observation of a classmate in 
college. 

" Alice Doane's Appeal," one of the two remaining 
contributions, was apparently overlooked until the pres- 
ent editor, coming upon its traces, secured a copy of it 
in " The Token " for 1835, after a three years' search. 
Hawthorne's surviving sister. Miss Elizabeth Manning 
Hawthorne, who died (January 1, 1883) after this 
edition of the Works had made considerable headway, 
informed the editor that she retained some recollection 
of the story ; and it seems probable, from an allusion 
in the opening portion, that the form here preserved 
embodies a reminiscence of one among those " Seven 
Tales of my Native Land " which the author burned 
in manuscript. The chapter entitled " Chiefly about 
War Matters " was published in the " Atlantic 
Monthly " soon after a trip to Washington which Haw- 
thorne made in April, 1862. It now first takes its 
place among his collected writings. The same thing 
is to be said of the "Life of Franklin Pierce," re- 
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printed in the present volume. It has been thought 
advisable to include this pamphlet, which accordingly 
appears in its original form, with the exception of one 
omitted passage, consisting of extracts from General 
Pierce's Diary during the Mexican War. 

With this Introductory Note the editor's task comes 
to an end. Slight though the result must appear, no 
little labor and care have been involved in carrying 
out the original purpose of the Notes, which was to 
present, at suitable points and without wearying the 
general reader by bibliographical details, a brief com- 
pend of facts with regard to each work or collection 
in the series. 

G. P. L. 

New Tobk, May 1, 1883. 



TALES AB"D SKETCHES. 




SKETCHES FROM MEMORY-' 



THE INLAND POET. 

It was a bright forenoon, when I set foot on the 
beach at Burlington, and took leave of the two boat- 
men in whose little sldfE I had voyaged since daylight 
from Peru. Not that we had come that morning from 
South America, but only from the New York shore of 
Lake Champlain, The highlands of the coast behind 
U8 stretched north and south, in a double range of 
bold, blue peaks, gazing over each other's shoulders at 
the Green Mountains of Vermont. 

The latter are far the loftiest, and, from the oppo- 
site side of the lake, had displayed a more striking 
outline. We were now almost at their feet, and could 
see only a sandy beach sweeping beneath a woody 
bank, around the semicircular Bay of Burlington. 

The painted light-house on a small green island, the 
wharves and warehouses, with sloops and schooners 
moored alongside, or at anchor, or spreading their can- 
vas to the wind, and boats rowing from point to point, 
reminded me of some fishing-town on the sea-coast. 

But I had no need of tasting the water to convince 
myself that Lake Champlain was not an arm of the 

^ SecoDd series. The first series was added to the revised editiou 
id (he Mona front <m Old Maiue, 
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sea ; its quality was evident) both by its silvery sur- 
face, when unruffled, and '^ !&int but unpleasant and 
sickly smell, forever steaming up in the sunshine. One 
breeze of the Atlantic with its briny fragrance would 
be worth more to these inland people than all the per- 
fumes of Arabia. On closer inspection the vessels at 
the wharves looked hardly seawoi-thy, — there being 
a great lack of tar about the seams and rigging, and 
perhaps other deficiencies, quite as much to the purpose. 

I observed not a single sailor in the port. There 
were men, indeed, in blue jackets and trousers, but not 
of the true nautical fashion, such as dangle before slop- 
shops ; others wore tight pantaloons and coats prepon- 
derously long-tailed, — cutting very queer figures at the 
masthead ; and, in short, these fresh-water fellows had 
about the same analogy to the real " old salt " with his 
tarpaulin, pea-jacket, and sailor-cloth trousers, as a 
lake fish to a Newfoundland cod. 

Nothing struck me more in Burlington than the 
great number of Irish emigrants. They have filled 
the British Provinces to the brim, and still continue to 
ascend the St. Lawrence in infinite tribes overflowing 
by every outlet into the States. At Burlington, they 
swarm in huts and mean dwellings near the lake, lounge 
about the wharves, and elbow the native citizens en- 
tirely out of competition in their own line. Every 
species of mere bodily labor is the prerogative of these 
Irish. Such is their multitude in comparison with 
any possible demand for their services, that it is diffi- 
cult to conceive how a third part of them should earn 
even a daUy glass of whiskey, which is doubtless their 
first necessary of life, — daily bread being only the 
second. 

Some were angling in the lake, but had caught only 
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a few perch, which little fishes, without a miracle, 
would be nothing among so many. A miracle there 
certainly must have been, and a daily one, for the sub- 
sistence of these wandering hordes. The men exhibit 
a lazy strength and careless merriment, as if they had 
fed well hitherto, and meant to feed better hereafter ; 
the women strode about, uncovered in the open air, 
with far plumper waists and brawnier limbs as well as 
bolder faces, than our shy and slender females ; and 
their progeny, which was innumerable, had the reddest 
and the roundest cheeks of any children in America. 

While we stood at the wharf, the bell of a steam- 
boat gave two preliminary peals, and she dashed away 
for Plattsburg, leaving a trail of smoky breath behind, 
and breaking the glassy surface of the lake before her. 
Our next movement brought us into a handsome and 
busy square, the sides of which were filled up with 
white houses, brick stores, a church, a court-house, and 
a bank. Some of these edifices had roofs of tin, in 
the fashion of Montreal, aud glittered in the sun with 
cheerful splendor, imparting a lively effect to the whole 
square. One brick building, designated in large let- 
ters as the custom house, reminded us that this inland 
village is a port of entry, largely concerned in foreign 
trade, and holding daily intercourse with the British 
empire. In this border country the Canadian bank- 
notes circulate as freely as our own, and British and 
American coin are jumbled into the same pocket, the 
effigies of the King of England being made to kiss 
those of the Goddess of Liberty. 

Perhaps there was an emblem in the involuntary 
contact. There was a pleasant mixture of people in 
the square of Burlington, such as cannot be seen else- 
where, at one view ; merchants from Montreal, British 
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officers from the frontier garrisons, French Canadians, 
wandering Irish, Scotchmen of a better class, gentle- 
men of the South on a pleasure tour, country squires 
on business ; and a great throng of Green Mountain 
boys, with their horse-wagons and ox-teams, true Yan- 
kees in aspect, and looking more superlatively so, by 
contrast with such a variety of foreigners. 







n. 

BOCHESTEB. 

The gray but transparent evening rather shaded 
than obscured the scene, leaving its stronger features 
visible, and even improved by the medium through 
which I beheld them. The volume of water is not 
very great, nor the roar deep enough to be termed 
grand, though such praise might have been appropri- 
ate before the good people of Rochester had abstracted 
a part of the unprofitable sublimity of the cascade. 
The Genesee has contributed so bountifully to their 
canals and mill-dams, that it approaches the precipice 
with diminished pomp, and rushes over it in foamy 
streams of various width, leaving a broad face of the 
rock insulated and unwashed, between the two main 
branches of the falling river. Still it was an impres- 
sive sight, to one who had not seen Niagara. I con- 
fess, however, that my chief interest arose from a 
legend, connected with these falls, which will become 
poetical in the lapse of years, and was already so to 
me as I pictured the catastrophe out of dusk and soli- 
tude. It was from a platform, raised over the naked 
island of the clifP, in the middle of the cataract, that 
Sam Patch took his last leap, and alighted in the 
other world. Strange as it may appear, — that any 
uncertainty should rest upon his fate which was con- 
summated in the sight of thousands, — many will tell 

you that the illustrious Patch concealed himself in a 
VOL. xn. 2 
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cave under the falls, and has continued to enjoy post- 
humous renown, without foregoing the comforts of this 
present life. But the poor fellow prized the shout of 
the multitude too much not to have claimed it at the 
instant, had he survived. He will not be seen again, 
unless his ghost, in such a twilight as when I was 
there, should emerge from the foam, and vanish among 
the shadows that fall from cliff to cliff. 

How stem a moral may be drawn from the story of 
poor Sam Patch I Why do we call him a madman or 
a fool, when he has left his memorv around the falls 
of the Genesee, more permanently than if the letters 
of his name had been hewn into the forehead of the 
precipice ? 

Was the leaper of cataracts more mad or foolish 
than other men who throw away life, or misspend it in 
pursuit of empty fame, and seldom so triumphantly as 
he ? That which he won is as invaluable as any ex- 
cept the unsought glory, spreading like the rich per- 
fume of richer fruit from various and useful deeds. 

Thus musing, wise in theory, but practically as 
great a fool as Sam, I lifted my eyes and beheld the 
spires, warehouses, and dwellings of Rochester, half a 
mile distant on both sides of the river, indistinctly 
cheerful, with the twinkling of many lights amid the 
fall of the evening. . . . 

The town had sprung up like a mushroom, but no 
presage of decay could be drawn from its hasty 
growth. Its edifices are of dusky brick, and of stone 
that will not be grayer in a hundred years than now ; 
Its churches are Gothic ; it is impossible to look at its 
worn pavements and conceive how lately the forest 
leaves have been swept away. The most ancient town 
in Massachusetts appears quite like an affair of yester- 
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day, compared with Rochester. Its attributes of youth 
are the activity and eager life with which it is redun- 
dant. The whole street, sidewalks and centre, was 
crowded with pedestrians, horsemen, stage-coaches, 
gigs, Kght wagons, and heavy ox-teams, aU hurrying, 
trotting, rattling, and rumbling, in a throng that 
passed continually, but never passed away. Here, a 
country wife was selecting a chum from several gayly 
painted ones on the sunny sidewalk ; there, a farmer 
was bartering his produce; and, in two or three places, 
a crowd of people were showering bids on a vocifer- 
ous auctioneer. I saw a great wagon and an ox-chain 
knocked off to a very pretty woman. Numerous were 
the lottery offices, — those true temples of Mammon, 
— where red and yellow bills offered splendid fortunes 
to the world at large, and banners of painted cloth 
gave notice that the " lotteiy draws next Wednesday." 
At the ringing of a bell, judges, jurymen, lawyers, 
and clients, elbowed each other to the court-house, to 
busy themselves with cases that would doubtless il- 
lustrate the state of society, had I the means of re- 
porting them. The number of public houses benefited 
the flow of temporary population ; some were farmer's 
taverns, — cheap, homely, and comfortable ; others 
were magnificent hotels, with negro waiters, gentle- 
manly landlords in black broadcloth, and foppish bar- 
keepers in Broadway coats, with chased gold watches 
in their waistcoat-pockets. I caught one of these fel- 
lows quizzing me through an eye-glass. The porters 
were lumbei*ing up the steps with baggage from the 
packet boats, while waiters plied the brush on dusty 
travellers, who, meanwhile, glanced over the innumer- 
able advertisements in the daily papers. 

In short, everybody seemed to be there, and all had 
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something to do, and were doing it with all their 
might, except a party of drunken recruits for the West- 
em military posts, principally Irish and Scotch, 
though they wore Uncle Sam's gray jacket and trou- 
sers. I noticed one other idle man. He carried a 
rifle on his shoulder and a powder-horn across his 
breast, and appeared to stare about him with confused 
wonder, as if, while he was listening to the wind 
among the forest boughs, the hum and bustle of an in- 
stantaneous city had surrounded him. • • • 



A NIGHT SCENE. 

TnE steamboat in which I was passenger for De- 
troit had pat into the mouth of a small river, where 
the greater part of the night would be spent in repair- 
ing some damages of the ma£hinery. 

As the evening was warm, though cloudy and very 
dark, I stood on deck, watching a scene that would 
not have attracted a second glance in the daytime, but 
became picturesque by the magic of strong light and 
deep shade. 

Some wild Irishmen were replenishing our stock of 
wood, and had kindled a great fire on the bank to 
illuminate their labors. It was composed of large 
logs and dry brushwood, heaped together with care- 
less profusion, blazing fiercely, spouting showers o£ 
sparks into the darkness, and gleaming wide over 
Lake Erie, — a beacon for perplexed voyagers leagues 
from land. 

All around and above the furnace there was total 
obscurity. No trees or other objects caught and re- 
flected any portion of the brightness, which thus 
wasted itself in the immense void of night, as if it 
quivered from the expiring embers of the world, after 
the final confl^ration. But the Irishmen were con- 
tinually emerging from the dense gloom, passing 
through the lurid glow, and vanishing into the gloom 
on the other side. Sometimes a whole figure would 
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be made visible, by the shirt-sleeves and light-colored 
dress ; others were but half seen, like imperfect crea- 
tures ; many flitted, shadow-like, along the skirts of 
darkness, tempting fancy to a vain pursuit ; and often, 
a face alone was reddened by the fire, and stared 
strangely distinct, with no traces of a body. In short 
these wild Irish, distorted and exaggerated by the 
blaze, now lost in deep shadow, now bursting into 
sudden splendor, and now struggling between light 
and darkness, formed a picture which might have 
been transferred, almost unaltered, to a tale of the 
supernatural. As they all carried lanterns of wood, 
and often flung sticks upon the fire, the least imagi- 
native spectator would at once compare them to devils 
condemned to keep alive the flames of their own tor- 
ments. 



FRAGMENTS FROM THE JOURNAL OF A SOLI- 
TARY MAN. 



Mt poor friend " Oberon " ' — for let me be al- 
lowed to distinguish him by so quaint a name — sleeps 
with the silent ages. He died calmly. Though his 
disease was pulmonary, his life did not flicker out like 
a wasted lamp, sometimes shooting up into a strange 
temporary brightness ; but the tide of l>eing ebbed 
away, and the noon of his existence waned till, in the 
simple phraseology of Scripture, " he was not." The 
last words he said to me were, " Burn my papers, — 
all that you can find in yonder escritoire ; for I fear 
there are some there which you may be betrayed into 
publishing. I have published enough ; as for the old 
disconnected journal in your possession" — But here 
my poor friend was checked in his utterance by that 
same hoUow cough which would never let him alone. 
So he coughed himself tired, and sank to slumber. I 
watched from that midniglit hour till high noon on the 
morrow for his waking. The chamber was dark ; tiU, 
longing for light, I opened the window - shutter, aud 
the broad day looked in on the marble features of the 
dead. 

I religiously obeyed his instructions with regard to 
the papers in the escritoire, and burned them in a heap 

• See the sJtelch or story entitled Tke Devil in Manuscript, in Tha 
StuitD-Iiaage, and other Tvrice-Told Tak4. 
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without looking into one, though sorely tempted. But 
the old journal I kept. Perhaps in strict conscience I 
ought also to have burned that; but casting my eye 
over some haK-tom leaves the other day, I could not 
resist an impulse to give some fragments of it to the 
public. To do this satisfactorily, I am obliged to twist 
this thread, so as to string together into a semblance 
of order my Oberon's " random pearls." 

If anybody that holds any commerce with his fel- 
low-men can be called solitary, Oberon was a " solitary 
man." He lived in a small village at some distance 
from the metropolis, and never came up to the city ex- 
cept once in three months for the purpose of looking 
into a bookstore, and of spending two hours and a 
half with me. In that space of time I would tell him 
all that I could remember of interest which had oc- 
curred in the interim of his visits. He would join 
very heartily in the conversation ; but as soon as the 
time of his usual tarrying had elapsed, he would take 
up his hat and depart. He was unequivocally the 
most original person I ever knew. His style of com- 
position was very charming. No tales that have ever 
appeared in our popular journals have been so gener- 
ally admired as his. But a sadness was on his spirit ; 
and this, added to the shrinking sensitiveness of his 
nature, rendered him not misanthropic, but singularly 
averse to social intercourse. Of the disease, which 
was slowly sapping the springs of his life, he first be- 
came fully conscious after one of those long abstrac- 
tions in which he was wont to indulge. It is remark- 
able, however, that his first idea of this sort, instead 
of deepening his spirit with a more melancholy hue, 
restored him to a more natural state of mind. 

He had evidently cherished a secret hope that some 
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impulse would at length be given him, or that he 
would muster sufficient energy of will to return into 
the world, and act a wiser and happier part than his 
former one. But life never called the dreamer forth ; 
it was Death that whispered him. It is to be regret- 
ted that this portion of his old journal contains so 
few passages relative to this interesting period ; since 
the little which he has recorded, though melancholy 
enough, breathes the gentleness of a spirit newly re- 
stored to communion with its kind. If there be any- 
thing bitter in the following reflections, its source is 
in human sympathy, and its sole object is himself. 

" It is hard to die without one's happiness ; to none 
more so than myseK, whose early resolution it had 
been to partake largely of the joys of life, but never 
to be burdened with its cares. Vain philosophy ! The 
very hardships of the poorest laborer, whose whole ex- 
istence seems one long toil, has something preferable 
to my best pleasures. 

" Merely skimming the surface of life, I know noth- 
ing, by my own experience, of its deep and warm reali- 
ties. I have achieved none of these objects which the 
instinct of mankind especially prompts them to pur- 
sue, and the accomplishment of which must therefore 
beget a native satisfaction. The truly wise, after all 
their speculations, will be led into the common path, 
and, in homage to the human nature that pervades 
them, will gather gold, and till the earth, and set out 
trees, and build a house. But I have scorned such 
wisdom. I have rejected, also, the settled, sober, care- 
ful gladness of a man by his own fireside, with those 
around him whose welfare is committed to his trust, 
and all their guidance to his fond authority. Without 
influence among serious affairs, my footsteps were not 
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imprinted on the earth, but lost in air ; and I shall 
leave no son to inherit my share of life, with a bet- 
ter sense of its privileges and duties, when his father 
should vanish like a bubble ; so that few mortals, even 
the humblest and the weakest, have been such inef- 
fectual shadows in the world, or die so utterly as I 
must. Even a young man's bliss has not been minCo 
With a thousand vagrant fantasies, I have never truly 
loved, and perhaps shall be doomed to loneliness 
throughout the eternal future, because, here on earth, 
my soul has never married itself to the soul of woman. 
" Such are the repinings of one who feels, too late, 
that the sympathies of his nature have avenged them- 
selves upon him. They have prostrated, with a joy- 
less life and the prospect of a reluctant death, my self- 
ish purpose to keep aloof from mortal disquietudes, 
and be a pleasant idler among care-stricken and labo- 
rious men. I have other regrets, too, savoring more of 
my old spirit. The time has been when 1 meant to 
visit every region of the earth, except the poles and 
Central Africa. I had a strange longing to see the 
Pyramids. To Persia and Arabia, and all the gor- 
geous East, I owed a pilgrimage for the sake of their 
magic tales. And England, the land of my ancestors ! 
Once I had fancied that my sleep would not be quiet 
in the grave imless I should return, as it were, to my 
home of past ages, and see the very cities, and castles, 
and battle-fields of history, and stand within the holy 
gloom of its cathedrals, and kneel at the shrines of its 
immortal poets, there asserting myself their hereditary 
countryman. This feeling lay among the deepest in 
my heart. Yet, with this homesickness for the father- 
land, and all these plans of remote travel, — which I 
yet believe that my peculiar instinct impelled me to 



JOURNAL OF A SOLITARY MAN. 27 

form, and upbraided me for not accomplialiing, — the 
Dtmost limit of my wanderings has been little more 
than six hundred miles from my native village. Thus, 
iu whatever way I consider my life, or what must be 
termed such, I cannot feel as if I had lived at 3W.. 

" I am possessed, also, with the thought that I have 
never yet discovered the real secret of my powers ; tliat 
there has been a mighty treasure within my reach, a 
mine of gold beneath my feet, worthless heeauae I 
have never known how to seek for it; and for want of 
perhaps one foitunate idea, I am to die 

' Unwept, nnhouored, aad nnsnng.' 

"Once, amid the troubled and tumultuous enjoy- 
ment of my life, thei-e was a dreamy thought that 
haunted me, — the terrible necessity imposed on mor- 
tals to grow old, or die. I could not hear the idea of 
losing one youthful grace. True, I saw other men who 
had once been young and now were old, enduring 
their age with equanimity, because eaeh year recon- 
ciled them to its own added weight. But for myself, 
I felt that age would be not less miserable, creeping 
upon me slowly, than if it fell at once. I Bometimes 
looked in the glass, and endeavored to fancy my 
cheeks yellow and interlaced with furrows, my fore- 
head wrinkled deeply across, the top of my head bald 
and polished, ray eyebrows and side-locks iron gray, 
and a grisly beard sprouting on my chin. Shudder- 
ing at the picture, I changed it for the dead face of a 
young man, with dark locks clustering heavily round 
its pale beauty, which would decay, indeed, but not 
with years, nor in the sight of men. The latter visage 
shocked me least. 

" Such a repugnance to the hard conditions of long 
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life is common to all sensitive and thonglitfiil men, 
who minister to the luxury, the refinements, the gay- 
ety and lightsomeness, to an^lhing, in short, but the 
real necessities of their fellow-creatures. He who has 
a part in the serious business of life, though it be only 
as a shoemaker, feels himself equally respectable in 
youth and in age, and therefore is content to live and 
l(K>k forward to wrinkles and decrepitude in their due 
season. It is far otherwise with the busy idlers of the 
world. I was pai-ticidarly liable to this torment, being 
u meditative jHirscm in spite of my levity. The truth 
<!()iild not be ccmcealed, nor the contemplation of it 
av()i(l(;(l. With deep inquietude I became aware that 
what was jifnureful now, and seemed appropriate enough 
to my a^e of ilowcjrs, would be ridiculous in middle 
lifii ; and that ihii world, so indulgent to the fantastic 
youth, would wroi ii the bearded man, still telling love- 
tal<*H, loftily aiuhitious of a maiden's tears, and squeez- 
iii;^ out, as it wiiFii, with his brawny strength, the es- 
Hi'AH'M of roses. And in his old age the sweet lyidcs of 
AiiiwivAm nijule the ^^irls laugh at his white hairs the 
monj. With such sentinients, conscious that my part 
in thc5 drama of life was fit only for a youthful per- 
former, 1 nourished a regretfid desire to be summoned 
early from the scene. I set a limit to myself, the age 
of twenty-five, few years indeed, but too many to be 
thrown away. Scarcely had I thus fixed the term of 
my mortal pilgrimage, than the thought grew into a 
j)r(jsentiment that, when the space should be com- 
l)leted, the world would have one butterfly the less, by 
my far flight. 

" Oh, how fond I was of life, even while allotting, 
as my i)roj)er destiny, an early death! I loved the 
world, its cities, its villages, its grassy roadsides, its 
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wiM forests, its quiet scenes, its gay, warm, enliveniag 
bustle ; in every aspect, I loved the world so long as 
I could behold it with young eyes and dance ttu-ough 
it with a young heart. The earth had beeu made 
so beautiful, that I longed for no brighter sphere, but 
only an ever - youthful eternity in this. I clung to 
earth as if my beginning and ending were to be there, 
unable to imagine any but an earthly happiness, and 
choosing such, with all its imperfections, rather than 
perfect bliss, which might be alien from it. Alas I I 
had not yet known that weariness by which the soul 
proves itself ethei-eal." 

Tiu-ning over the old journal, I open, by chimce, 
upon a passage which affords a signal instance of the 
morbid fancies to which Oberon frequently yielded 
himself. Dreams like the foUowiug were probably en- 
gendered by the deep gloom sometimes thrown over 
bis mind by his reflections on death. 

" I dreamed that one bright forenoon I was walking 
through Broadway, and seeking to cheer myself with 
the warm and busy life of that far-famed promenade. 
Here a coach thundered over the pavement, and there 
an unwieldy omnibus, with spruce gigs rattling past, 
and horsemen prancing through all the bustle. Oa 
the sidewalk people were looking at the rich display 
of goods, the plate and jewelry, or the latest cancature 
in the bookseller's windows ; while fair ladies and 
whiskered gentlemen tripped gayly along, nodding 
mutual recognitions, or shrinking from some rough 
countryman or stunly laborer, whose contact might 
have ruffled their finery. I found myself in this ani- 
mated scene, with a dim and misty idea that it was 
not my proper place, or that I had ventured into the 
crowd with some singularity of dress or aspect which 
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made me ridiculous. Walking in the sunsliine, I was 
yet cold as death. By degrees, too, I perceived myself 
the object of universal attention, and, as it seemed, of 
horror and affright. Every face grew pale; the laugh 
was hushed, and the voices died away in broken syl- 
lables ; the people in the shops crowded to the doors 
with a ghastly stare, and the passengers on all sides fled 
as from an embodied pestilence. The horses reared 
and snorted. An old beggar-woman sat before St. 
Paul's Church, with her withered palm stretched out 
to all, but drew it back from me, and pointed to the 
graves and monuments in that populous churchyard. 
Three lovely girls whom I had formerly known, ran 
shrieking across the street. A personage in black, 
whom I was about to overtake, suddenly turned his 
head and showed the features of a long-lost friend. 
He gave me a look of horror and was gone. 

" I passed not one step farther, but threw my eyes 
on a looking-glass which stood deep within the nearest 
shop. At first glimpse of my own figure I awoke, with 
a horrible sensation of self - terror and self - loathing. 
No wonder that the affrighted city fled ! I had been 
promenading Broadway in my shroud ! " 

I should be doing injustice to my friend's memory, 
were I to publish other extracts even nearer to insan- 
ity than this, from the scarcely legible papers before 
me. I gather from them — for I do not remember 
that he ever related to me the circumstances — that 
he once made a journey, chiefly on foot, to Niagara. 
Some conduct of the friends among whom he resided 
in his native village was constructed by him into op- 
pression. These were the friends to whose care he had 
been committed by his parents, who died when Oberon 
was about twelve years of age. Though he had always 
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been treated by tliem with the most tmifonn kindness, 
and though a favorite among Uie people o£ the village 
rather on account of the sympathy which they felt in 
his aituation than from any merit of his own, such was 
the waywardness of his temper, that on a slight provo- 
cation he ran away from the home that sheltered him, 
expressing openly his determination to die sooner than 
return to the detested spot. A severe illness overtook 
him after he had been absent about four months. 
While ill, he felt how unsoothing were the kindest 
looks and tones of strangers. He rose from his sick- 
bed a better man, and determined upon a speedy self- 
atonemeot by returning to his native town. There he 
lived, solitary and sad, but foi^ven and cherished by 
his friends, till the day he died. That part of the 
journal which contained a description of this journey 
is mostly destroyed. Here and there is a fragment. 
I cannot select, for the pages are very scanty ; but I 
do not withhold the following fragments, because they 
indicate a better and more cheerful frame of mind 
than the foregoing. 



" On reaching the ferry-house, a rude structure of 
boards at the foot of the cliff, I found several of those 
wretches devoid of poetry, and lost some of my own 
poetry by contact with them. The hnt was crowded 
by a party of provincials, — a simple and merry set, 
who had spent the afternoon fishing near the Falls, 
and were bartering black and white bass and eels for 
the ferryman's whiskey. A greyhound and three Span- 
iels, brutes of much more grace and decorous demeanor 
than their masters, sat at the door. A few yards off, 
yet whoUy unnoticed by the dogs, was a beautiful fox, 
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whose countenance betokened all the sagacity attrib- 
uted to him in ancient fable. He had a comfortable 
bed of straw in an old barrel, whither he retreated, 
flourishing his bushy tail as I made a step towards 
him, but soon came forth and surveyed me with a keen 
and intelligent eye. The Canadians bartered their fish 
and drank their whiskey, and were loquacious on tri- 
fling subjects, and merry at simple jests, with as little 
regard to the scenery as they could have to the flattest 
part of the Grand Canal. Nor was 1 entitled to de- 
spise them ; for I amused myself with all those fool- 
ish matters of fishermen, and dogs, and fox, just as if 
Sublimity and Beauty were not married at that place 
and moment ; as if their nuptial band were not the 
brightest of all rainbows on the opposite shore ; as if 
the gray precipice were not frowning above my head 
and Niagara thundering around me. 

" The grim ferryman, a black-whiskered giant, half 
drunk withal, now thrust the Canadians by main force 
out of his door, launched a boat, and bade me sit in 
the stern - sheets. Where we crossed, the river was 
white with foam, yet did not offer much resistance to 
a straight passage, which brought us close to the outer 
edge of the American Falls. The rainbow vanished 
as we neared its misty base, and when I leaped ashore, 
the sun had left all Niagara in shadow." 



"A sound of merriment, sweet voices and girlish 
laughter, came dancing through the solemn roar of wa- 
ters. In old times, when the French, and afterwards 
the English, held garrisons near Niagara, it used to be 
deemed a feat worthy of a soldier, a frontier -man, or 
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an Indian, to cross the rapids to Goat Island. As the 
country became less rude and warlike, a long space in- 
tervened, in which it was but half believed, by a faint 
and doubtful tradition, that mortal foot had never trod 
this wild spot of precipice and forest clinging between 
two cataracts. The island is no longer a tangled for- 
est, but a grove of stately trees, with grassy intervals 
about their roots and woodland paths among their 
trunks. There was neither soldier nor Indian here 
now, but a vision of three lovely girls, running brief 
races through the broken sunshine of the grove, hiding 
behind the trees, and pelting each other with the cones 
of the pine. When their sport had brought them near 
me, it so happened that one of the party ran up and 
shook me by the hand, — a greeting which I heartily 
returned, and would have done the same had it been 
tenderer. I had known this wild little black-eyed 
lass in my youth and her childhood, before I had com- 
menced my rambles. 

" We met on terms of freedom and kindness, which 
elder ladies might have thought unsuitable with a gen- 
tleman of my description. When I alluded to the two 
fair strangers, she shouted after them by their Chris- 
tian names, at which summons, with grave dignity, 
they drew near, and honored me with a distant court- 
esy. They were from the upper part of Vermont. 
Whether sisters, or cousins, or at all related to each 
other, I cannot tell ; but they are planted in my mem- 
ory like ' two twin roses on one stem,' with the fresh 
dew in both their bosoms ; and when I would have 
pure and pleasant thoughts I think of them. Neither 
of them could have seen seventeen years. They both 
were of a height, and that a moderate one. The rose- 
bloom of the cheeks could hardly be called bright in 
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her who was the rosiest, nor faint, though a shade less 
deep, in her companion. Both had delicate eyebrows, 
not strongly defined, yet somewhat darker than their 
hair ; both had small sweet mouths, maiden mouths, of 
not so warm and deep a tint as ruby, but only red as 
the reddest rose ; each had those gems, the rarest, the 
most precious, a pair of clear, soft, bright blue eyes. 
Their style of dress was similar ; one had on a black 
silk gown, with a stomacher of velvet, and scalloped 
cuffs of the same from the wrist to the elbow ; the other 
wore cuffs and stomacher of the like pattern and ma- 
terial, over a gown of crimson silk. The dress was 
rather heavy for their slight figures, but suited to Sep- 
tember. They and the darker beauty all carried their 
straw bonnets in their hands." 

1 cannot better conclude these fragments than with 
poor Oberon's description of his return to his native 
village after his slow recovery from his illness. How 
beautifully does he express his penitential emotions I 
A beautif id moral may be indeed drawn from the early 
death of a sensitive recluse, who had shunned the ordi- 
nary avenues of distinction, and with splendid abilities 
sank to rest into an early grave, almost unknown to 
mankind, and without any record save what my pen 
hastily leaves upon these tear-blotted pages. 




MY HOME RETUEN. 

When the stage-coach had gained the summit of 
the hill, I alighted to perform the small remainder of 
my journey on foot. There had not been a more deli- 
cious afternoon than this in all the train of summer, 
the air being a sunny perfume, made up of balm, and 
warmth, and gentle brightness. The oak and walnut 
trees over my head retained their deep masses of fo- 
liage, and the grass, though for months the pasturage 
of stray cattle, had been revived with the freshness 
of early June by the autumnal rains of the preceding 
week. The garb of autumn, indeed, resembled that 
of spring. Dandelions and butterflies were sprinkled 
along the roadside, like drops of brightest gold in 
greenest grass, and a star-shaped little flower of blue, 
with a golden centre. In a rocky spot, and rooted 
under the stone walk, there was one wild rose-bush 
bearing three roses, very faintly tinted, but blessed 
with a spicy fragrance. The same tokens would have 
announced that the year was brightening into the glow 
of summer. There were violets too, though few and 
pale ones. But the breath of September was diffused 
through the mild air, and became perceptible, too 
thrillingly for my enfeebled frame, whenever a little 
breeze shook out the latent coolness. 

" I was standing on the hill at the entrance of my 
native village, whence I had looked back to bid fare- 
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well, and forward to tlie pale mist-bow that overarched 
my path, and was the omen of my fortunes. How I 
had misinterpreted that augury, the ghost of hope, 
with none of hope's bright hues ! Nor could I deem 
that all its portents were yet accomplished, though 
from the same western sky the declining sun shone 
brightly in my face. But I was calm and not de- 
pressed. Turning to the village, so dim and dream- 
like at my last view, I saw the white houses and brick 
stores, the intermingled trees, the foot-paths with their 
wide borders of grass, and the dusty road between; 
all a picture of peaceful gladness in the sunshine. 

" ' Why have I never loved my home before ? ' 
thought I, as my spirit reposed itself on the quiet 
beauty of the scene. 

" On the side of the opposite hill^was the graveyard, 
sloping towards the farther extremity of the village. 
The sun shone as cheerfully there as on the abodes of 
the living, and showed all the little hillocks and the 
burial-stones, white marble or slate, and here and there 
a tomb, with the pleasant grass about them all. A 
single tree was tinged with glory from the west, and 
threw a pensive shade behind. Not far from where it 
fell was the tomb of my parents, whom I had hardly 
thought of in bidding adieu to the village, but had 
remembered them more faithfully among the feelings 
that drew me homeward. At my departure their tomb 
had been hidden in the morning mist. Beholding it 
in the sunshine now, I felt a sensation through my 
frame as if a breeze had thrown the coolness of Sep- 
tember over me, though not a leaf was stirred, nor did 
the thistle-down take flight. Was I to roam no more 
through this beautiful world, but only to the other end 
of the village? Then let me lie down near my poi 
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rents, but not with them, because I love a green grave 
better than a tomb. 

" Moving slowly forward, I heard shouts and laugh- 
ter, and perceived a considerable throng of people, 
who came from behind the meeting-house and made a 
stand in front of it. Thither all the idlers in the vil- 
lage were congregated to witness the exercises of the 
engine company, this being the afternoon of their 
monthly practice. They deluged the roof of the meet- 
ing-house, till the water fell from the eaves in a broad 
cascade ; then the stream beat against the dusty win- 
dows like a thunder-storm ; and sometimes they flung 
it up beside the steeple, sparkling in an ascending 
shower about the weathercock. For variety's sake the 
engineer made it undulate horizontally, like a great 
serpent flying over the earth. As his last effort, being 
roguishly inclined, he seemed to take aim at the sky, 
falling short rather of which, down came the fluid, 
transformed to drops of silver, on the thickest crowd 
of the spectators. Then ensued a prodigious rout and 
mirthful uproar, with no little wrath of the surly ones, 
whom this is an infallible method of distinguishing. 
The joke afforded infinite amusement to the ladies 
at the windows and some old people under the hay- 
scales. I also laughed at a distance, and was glad to 
find myself susceptible, as of old, to the simple mirth 
of such a scene. 

" But the thoughts that it excited were not all mirth- 
ful. I had witnessed hundreds of such spectacles in 
my youth, and one precisely similar only a few days 
before my departure. And now, the aspect of the 
village being the same, and the crowd composed of my 
old acquaintances, I could hardly realize that years 
had passed, or even months, or that the very drops of 
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water were not falling at this moment, which had been 
flung up then. But I pressed the conviction home, 
that, brief as the time appeared, it had been long 
enough for me to wander away and return again, with 
my fate accomplished, and little more hope in this 
world. The last throb of an adventurous and way- 
ward spirit kept me from repining. I felt as if it 
were better or not worse, to have compressed my en- 
joyments and sufferings into a few wild years, and 
then to rest myself in an early grave, than to have 
chosen the untroubled and ungladdened course of the 
crowd before me, whose days were all alike, and a 
long lifetime like each day. But the sentiment star- 
tled me. For a moment I doubted whether my dear- 
bought wisdom were anything but the incapacity to 
pursue fresh follies, and whether, if health and strength 
could be restored that night, I should be found in the 
village after to-morrow's dawn. 

" Among other novelties, 1 had noticed that the tav- 
ern was now designated as a Temperance House, in 
letters extending across the whole front, with a smaller 
sign promising Hot Coffee at all hours, and Spruce 
Beer to lodgers gratis. There were few new build- 
ings, except a Methodist chapel and a printing-office, 
with a bookstore in the lower story. The golden mor- 
tar still ornamented the apothecary's door, nor had the 
Indian Chief, with his gilded tobacco stalk, been re- 
lieved from doing sentinel's duty before Dominicus 
Pike's grocery. The gorgeous silks, though of later 
patterns, were still flaunting like a banner in front of 
Mr. Nightingale's dry-goods store. Some of the signs 
introduced me to strangers, whose predecessors had 
failed, or emigrated to the West, or removed merely 
to the other end pf the village, transferring their names 




from the sign-boards to slabs of marble or slate. But, 
on the whole, death and vicissitude had done very 
little. There were old men, scattered about the street, 
who had been old in my earliest reminiscences ; and, 
as if their venerable forms were permanent parts of 
the creation, they appeared to be hale and hearty old 
men yet. The less elderly were more altered, having 
generally contracted a stoop, with hair wofuUy thinned 
and whitened. Some I could hardly recognize; at 
my last glance they had been boys and girls, but were 
young men and women when I looked again; and 
there were happy little things too, rolling about on the 
grass, whom God had made since my departure. 

" But now, in my lingering course, I had descended 
the hill, and began to consider, painfully enough, how 
I should meet my towns-people, and what reception 
they would give me. Of many an evil prophecy, doubt- 
less, had I been the subject. And would they salute 
me with a roar of triumph or a low hiss of scorn, on 
beholding their worst anticipations more than accom- 
plished ? 

" ' No,' said I, ' they will not triumph over me. 
And should they ask the cause of my return, I will tell 
them that a man may go far and tarry long away, if 
his health be good and his hopes high ; but that when 
flesh and spirit begin to fail, he remembers his birth- 
place and the old burial-ground, and hears a voice call- 
ing him to come home to his father and mother. They 
will know, by my wasted frame and feeble step, that I 
have heard the summons and obeyed. And, the first 
greetings over, they will let me walk among them un- 
noticed, and linger in the sunshine while I may, and 
steal into my grave in peace.' 

** With these reflections I looked kindly at the 
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crowd, and drew off my glove, ready to give my hand 
to the first that should put forth his. It occurred to 
me, also, that some youth among them, now at the cri- 
sis of his fate, might have felt his bosom thrill at my 
example, and be emulous of my wild life and worth- 
less fame. But I would save him. 

" ' He shall be taught,' said I, ' by my life, and by 
my death, that the world is a sad one for him who 
shrinks from its sober duties. My experience shall 
warn him to adopt some great and serious aim, such 
as manhood will cling to, that he may not feel himself, 
too late, a cumberer of this overladen earth, but a 
man among men. I will beseech him not to follow 
an eccentric path, nor, by stepping aside from the 
highway of human affairs, to relinquish his claim 
upon human sympathy. And often, as a text of deep 
and varied meaning, 1 will remind him that he is an 
American.' 

" By this time I had drawn near the meeting-house, 
and perceived that the crowd were beginning to recog- 



nize me." 



These are the last words traced by his hand. Has 
not so chastened a spirit found true communion with 
the pure in heaven ? " Until of late, I never could 
believe that I was seriously ill : the past, I thought, 
could not extend its misery beyond itself ; life was re- 
stored to me, and should not be missed again. I had 
day-dreams even of wedded happiness. Still, as the 
days wear on, a faintness creeps through my frame 
and spirit, recalling the consciousness that a very old 
man might as well nourish hope and young desire as 
I at twenty-four. Yet the consciousness of my situa- 
tion does not always make me sad. Sometimes I look 
upon the world with a quiet interest, because it cannot 
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concern me personally, and a loving one 'for the same 
reason, because nothing selfish can interfere with the 
sense of brotherhood. Soon to be all spirit, I have 
already a spiritual sense of human nature, and see 
deeply into the hearts of mankind, discovering what 
is hidden from the wisest. The loves of young men 
and virgins are known to me, before the first kiss, be- 
fore the whispered word, with the birth of the first 
sigh. My glance comprehends the crowd, and pene- 
ti'ates the breast of the solitary man. I think better 
of the world than formerly, more generously of its vir- 
tues, more mercifully of its faults, with a higher esti- 
mate of its present happiness, and brighter hopes of 
its destiny. My mind has put forth a second crop of 
blossoms, as the trees do in the Indian summer. No 
winter will destroy their beauty, for they are fanned 
by the breeze and freshened by the shower that 
breathes and falls in the gardens of Paradise 1 " 



MY VISIT TO NIAGARA. 

Never did a pilgrim approach Niagara with 
deeper enthusiasm than mine. I had lingered away 
from it, and wandered to other scenes, because my 
treasury of anticipated enjoyments, comprising all the 
wonders of the world, had nothing else so magnificent, 
and I was loath to exchange the pleasures of hope for 
those of memory so soon. At length the day came. 
The stage-coach, with a Frenchman and myself on the 
back seat, had already left Lewiston, and in less than 
an hour would set us down in Manchester. I began 
to listen for the roar of the cataract, and trembled 
with a sensation like dread, as the moment drew nigh, 
when its voice of ages must roll, for the first time, on 
my ear. The French gentleman stretched himself 
from the window, and expressed loud admiration, 
while, by a sudden impulse, I threw myself back and 
closed my eyes. When the scene shut in, I was glad 
to think, that for me the whole burst of Niagara was 
yet in futurity. We rolled on, and entered the village 
of Manchester, bordering on the falls. 

I am quite ashamed of myself here. Not that I 
ran, like a madman to the falls, and plunged into the 
thickest of the spray, — never stopping to breathe, till 
breathing was impossible : not that I committed this, 
or any other suitable extravagance. On the contrary, 
I alighted with perfect decency and composure, gave 
my cloak to the black waiter, pointed out my baggage, 
and inquired, not the nearest way to the cataract, but 
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about the dinner-hour. The interval was spent in ar- 
ranging my dress. Within the last fifteen minutes, 
my mind had grown strangely benumbed, and my spir- 
its apathetic, with a slight depression, not decided 
enough to be termed sadness. My enthusiasm was in 
a deathlike slumber. Without aspiring to immortal- 
ity, as he did, I could have imitated that English trav- 
eller, who turned back from the point where he first 
heard the thunder of Niagara, after crossing the ocean 
to behold it. Many a Western trader, by the by, has 
performed a similar act of heroism with more heroic 
simplicity, deeming it no such wonderful feat to dine 
at the hotel and resume his route to BuflFalo or Lewis- 
ton, while the cataract was roaring unseen. 

Such has often been my apathy, when objects, long 
sought, and earnestly desired, were placed within my 
reach. After dinner — at which an unwonted and 
perverse epicurism detained me longer than usual — I 
lighted a cigar and paced the piazza, minutely atten- 
tive to the aspect and business of a very ordinary vil- 
lage. Finally, with reluctant step, and the feeling of 
an intruder, I walked towards Goat Island. At the 
toll-house, there were further excuses for delaying the 
inevitable moment. My signature was required in a 
huge ledger, containing similar records innumerable, 
many of which I read. The skin of a great sturgeon, 
and other fishes, beasts, and reptiles ; a collection of 
minerals, such as lie in heaps near the falls ; some In- 
dian moccasons, and other trifles, made of deer-skin 
and embroidered with beads; several newspapers from 
Montreal, New York, and Boston, — all attracted me 
in turn. Out of a number of twisted sticks, the man- 
ufacture of a Tuscarora Indian, I selected one of 
curled maple, curiously convoluted, and adorned with 
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the cai*yed images of a snake and a fish. Using this 
as my pilgrim's staff, I crossed the bridge. Above 
and below me were the rapids, a river of impetuous 
snow, with here and there a dark rock amid its white- 
ness, resisting all the physical fury, as any cold spirit 
did the moral influences of the scene. On reaching 
Goat Island, which separates the two great segments 
of the falls, I chose the right-hand path, and followed 
it to the edge of the American cascade. There, while 
the falling sheet was yet invisible, I saw the vapor 
that never vanishes, and the Eternal Rainbow of Ni- 
agara. 

It was an afternoon of glorious sunshine, without a 
cloud, save those of the cataracts. I gained an in- 
sulated rock, and beheld a broad sheet of brilliant and 
unbroken foam, not shooting in a curved line from the 
top of the precipice, but falling headlong down from 
height to depth. A narrow stream diverged from the 
main branch, and hurried over the crag by a channel 
of its own, leaving a little pine-clad island and a streak 
of precipice between itself and the larger sheet. Be- 
low arose the mist, on which was painted a dazzling 
sunbow with two concentric shadows, — one, almost 
as perfect as the original brightness ; and the other, 
drawn faintly round the broken edge of the cloud. 

Still I had not half seen Niagara. FoUovidng the 
verge of the islan(^, the path led me to the Horseshoe, 
where the real, broad St. Lawrence, rushing along on 
a level with its banks, pours its whole breadth over a 
concave line of precipice, and thence pursues its course 
between lofty crags towards Ontario. A sort of 
bridge, two or three feet wide, stretches out along the 
edge of the descending sheet, and hangs upon the ris- 
ing mist, as if that were the foundation of the frail 
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structure. Here I stationed myseK in the blast of 
wind, which the rushing river bore along with it. The 
bridge was tremulous beneath me, and marked the 
tremor of the solid earth. I looked along the whiten- 
ing rapids, and endeavored to distinguish a mass of 
water far above the falls, to follow it to their verge, 
and go down with it, in fancy, to the abyss of clouds 
and storm. Casting my eyes across the river, and 
every side, I took in the whole scene at a glance, and 
tried to comprehend it in one vast idea. After an 
hour thus spent, I left the bridge, and, by a staircase, 
winding almost interminably round a post, descended 
to the base of the precipice. From that point, my 
path lay over slippery stones, and among great frag- 
ments of the cliff, to the edge of the cataract, where 
the wind at once enveloped me in spray, and perhaps 
dashed the rainbow roimd me. Were my long desires 
fulfilled ? And had I seen Niagara ? 

Oh that 1 had never heard of Niagara till I beheld 
it ! Blessed were the wanderers of old, who heard its 
deep roar, sounding through the woods, as the sum- 
mons to an unknown wonder, and approached its awful 
brink, in all the freshness of native feeling. Had its 
own mysterious voice been the first to warn me of its 
existence, then, indeed, I might have knelt down and 
worshipped. But I had come thither, haunted with a 
vision of foam and fury, and dizzy cliffs, and an ocean 
tumbling down out of the sky, — a scene, in short, 
which nature had too much good taste and calm sim- 
. plicity to realize. My mind had struggled to adapt 
these false conceptions to the reality, and finding 
the effort vain, a wretched sense of disappointment 
weighed me down. I climbed the precipice, and 
threw myself on the earth, feeling that I was un- 
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worthy to look at the Great Falls, and careless about 
beholding them again. . . . 

All that night, as there has been and will be for 
ages past and to come, a rushing sound was heard, as 
if a gi'eat temi>est were sweeping through the air. It 
mingled with my dreams, and made them full of storm 
and whirlwind. Whenever I awoke, and heard this 
dread soimd in the air, and the windows rattling as 
with a mighty blast, I could not rest again, till look- 
ing forth, I saw how bright the stars were, and that 
every leaf in the garden was motionless. Never was a 
summer night more calm to the eye, nor a gale of au- 
tumn louder to the ear. The rushing sound proceeds 
from the rapids, and the rattling of the casements is 
but an effect of the vibration of the whole house, 
shaken by the jar of the cataract. The noise of the 
rapids draws the attention from the true voice of 
Niagara, which is a dull, muffled thunder, resounding 
between the cliffs. I spent a wakeful hour at mid- 
night, in distinguishing its reverberations, and re- 
joiced to find that my former awe and enthusiasm were 
reviving. 

Gradually, and after much contemplation, I came to 
know, by my own feelings, that Niagara is indeed a 
wonder of the world, and not the less wonderful, be- 
cause time and thought must be employed in compre- 
hending it. Casting aside all preconceived notions, 
and preparation to be dire-struck or delighted, the be- 
holder must stand beside it in the simplicity of his 
heart, suffering the mighty scene to work its own im- 
pression. Night after night, I dreamed of it, and was 
gladdened every morning by the consciousness of a 
gi'owing capacity to enjoy it. Yet I will not pretend 
to the all-absorbing enthusiasm of some more fortunate 



spectators, nor deny that very trifling causes would 
draw my eyes and thoughts from the cataract. 

The last day that I was to spend at Niagara, before 
my departure for the Far West, T sat upon the Table 
Rock. This celebrated station did not now, as of old, 
project fifty feet beyond the line of the precipice, but 
was shattered by the fall of an immense fragment, 
which lay distant on the shore below. Still, on the 
utmost verge of the rock, with my feet hanging over 
it, I felt as if suspended in the open air. Never be- 
fore had my mind been in such perfect unison with 
the scene. There were intervals, when I was con- 
scious of nothing but the great river, rolling calmly 
into the abyss, rather descending than precipitating 
itself, and acquiring tenfold majesty from its unhur- 
ried motion. It came like the march of Destiny. It 
was not taken by surprise, but seemed to have antic- 
ipated, in all its course through the broad lakes, that 
it must pour their collected waters down this height. 
The perfect foam of the river, after its descent, and 
the ever-varying shapes of mist, rising up, to become 
clouds in the sky, would be the very picture of con- 
fusion, were it merely transient, like the rage of a 
tempest. But when the beholder has stood awhile, 
and perceives no lull in the storm, and considers that 
the vapor and the foam are as everlasting as the rocks 
which produce them, all this turmoil assumes a sort of 
calmness. It soothes, while it awes the mind. 

Leaning over the cliff, I saw the guide conducting 
two adventurers behind the falls. It was pleasant, 
from that high seat in the sunshine, to observe them 
struggling against the eternal storm of the lower re- 
gions, with heads bent down, now faltering, now press- 
ing forward, and finally swallowed up in their victory. 
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After their disappearance, a blast rushed out with an 
old hat, which it liad swept from one of their heads. 
The rock, to which they were dii*ecting their unseen 
course, is marked, at a fearful distance on the exterior 
of the sheet, by a jet of foam. The attempt to reach 
it appears both poetical and perilous to a looker-on, 
but may be accomplished without much more diffi- 
culty or hazard, than in stemming a violent north- 
easter. In a few moments, forth came the children 
of the mist. Dripping and breathless, they crept 
along the base of the cliff, ascended to the guide's cot- 
tage, and received, I presume, a certificate of their 
achievement, with three verses of sublime poetry on 
the back. 

My contemplations were often interrupted by stran- 
gers who came down from Forsyth's to take their first 
view of the falls. A short, ruddy, middle-aged gen- 
tleman, fresh from Old England, peeped over the rock, 
and evinced his approbation by a broad grin. His 
spouse, a very robust lady, afforded a sweet example 
of maternal solicitude, being so intent on the safety of 
her little boy that she did not even glance at Niagara. 
As for the child, he gave himself wholly to the enjoy- 
ment of a stick of candy. Another traveller, a native 
American, and no rare character among us, produced 
a volume of Captain Hall's tour, and labored earnestly 
to adjust Niagara to the captain's description, depart- 
ing, at last, without one new idea or sensation of his 
own. The next comer was provided, not with a 
printed book, but with a blank sheet of foolscap, from 
top to bottom of which, by means of an ever-pointed 
pencil, the cataract was made to thunder. In a little 
talk, which we had together, he awarded his approba- 
tion to the general view, but censured the position of 
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Goat Island, observing tliat it should have been thrown 
f aiiiher to the right, so as to widen the American falls, 
and contract those of the Horseshoe. Next appeared 
two traders of Michigan, who declared, that, upon the 
whole, the sight was worth looking at ; there certainly 
was an immense water-power here ; but that, after all, 
they would go twice as far to see the noble stone-works 
of Lockport, where the Grand Canal is locked down a 
descent of sixty feet. They were succeeded by a young 
fellow, in a homespun cotton dress, with a staff in his 
hand, and a pack over his shoulders. He advanced 
close to the edge of the rock, where his attention, at 
first wavering among the different components of the 
scene, finally became fixed in the angle of the Horse- 
shoe falls, which is, indeed, the central point of inter- 
est. His whole soul seemed to go forth and be trans- 
ported thither, till the staff slipped from his relaxed 
grasp, and falling down — down — down — struck 
upon the fragment of the Table Kock. 

In this manner I spent some hours, watching the 
varied impression, made by the cataract, on those who 
disturbed me, and returning to unwearied contempla- 
tion, when left alone. At length my time came to de- 
part. There is a grassy footpath, through the woods, 
along the summit of the bank, to a point whence a 
causeway, hewn in the side of the precipice, goes wind- 
ing down to the Ferry, about half a mile below the 
Table Kock. The sun was near setting, when I 
emerged from the shadow of the trees, and began the 
descent. The indirectness of my downward road con- 
tinually changed the point of view, and showed me, in 
rich and repeated succession, now, the whitening rap- 
ids and majestic leap of the main river, which ap- 
peared more deeply massive as the light departed; 
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now, the loveKer picture, yet still sublime, of Groat 
Island, with its rocks and grove, and the lesser faUs, 
tumbling over the right bank of the St. Lawrence, like 
a tributary stream ; now, the long vista of the river, 
as it eddied and whirled between the clifEs, to pass 
through Ontario toward the sea, and everywhere to 
be wondered at, for this one unrivalled scene. The 
golden sunshine tinged the sheet of the American cas- 
cade, and painted on its heaving spray the broken 
semicircle of a rainbow, heaven's own beauty crown- 
ing eai-th's sublimity. My steps were slow, and I paused 
long at every turn of the descent, as one lingers and 
pauses who discerns a brighter and brightening excel- 
lence in what he must soon behold no more. The soli- 
tude of the old wilderness now reigned over the whole 
vicinity of the falls. My enjoyment became the more 
rapturous, because no poet shared it, nor wretch de- 
void of poetry profaned it ; but the spot so famous 
through the world was all my own 1 






THE ANTIQUE RING. 

" Yes, indeed : the gem is as bright as a star, and 
curiously set," said Clara Pemberton, examining an 
antique ring, which her betrothed lover had just pre- 
sented to her, with a very pretty speech. *' It needs 
only one thing to make it perfect." 

" And what is that ? " asked Mr. Edward Caryl, 
secretly anxious for the credit of his gift. " A modern 
setting, perhaps?" 

" Oh, no ! That would destroy the charm at once," 
replied Clara. " It needs nothing but a story. I 
lonor to know how many times it has been the pled&re 
of faith between two lovers, and whether ihe vows, oi 
which it was the symbol, were always kept or often 
broken. Not that I should be too scrupulous about 
facts. If you happen to be unacquainted with its au- 
thentic history, so much the better. May it not have 
sparkled upon a queen's finger ? Or who knows but 
it is the very ring which Posthumus received from 
Imogen? In short, you must kindle your imagina- 
tion at the lustre of this diamond, and make a legend 
for it." 

Now such a task — and doubtless Clara knew it — 
was the most acceptable that could have been imposed 
on Edward Caryl. He was one of that multitude of 
young gentlemen — limbs, or rather twigs, of the law 
— whose names appear in gilt letters on the front of 
Tudor's Buildings, and other places in the vicinity of 
the Court House, which seem to be the haunt of the 
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gentler as well as the severer Muses. Edward, in the 
dearth of clients, was accustomed to employ his much 
leisure in assisting the growth of American Literature, 
to which good cause he had contributed not a few 
quires of the finest letter-paper, containing some 
thought, some fancy, some depth of feeling, together 
with a young writer's abimdance of conceits. Sonnets, 
stanzas of Tennysonian sweetness, tales imbued with 
German mysticism, versions from Jean Paul, criti- 
cisms of the old English poets, and essays smacking of 
Dialistic philosophy, were among his multifarious pro- 
ductions. The editors of the fashionable periodicals 
were familiar with his autography, and inscribed his 
name in those brilliant bead-rolls of ink-stained celeb- 
rity which illustrate the first page of their covers. Nor 
did fame withhold her laurel. Hillard had included 
him among the lights of the New England metropolis, 
in his " Boston Book ; " Bryant had found room for 
some of his stanzas, in the " Selections from American 
Poetry; " and Mr. Griswold, in his recent assemblage 
of the sons and daughters of song, had introduced 
Edward Caryl into the inner court of the temple, 
among his fourscore choicest bards. There was a 
prospect, indeed, of his assuming a still higher and 
more independent position. Interviews had been held 
with Ticknor, and a correspondence with the Harpers, 
respecting a proposed volume, chiefly to consist of Mr. 
Caryl's fugitive pieces in the Magazines, but to be 
accompanied with a poem of some length, never be- 
fore published. Not improbably, the public may yet 
be gratified with this collection. 

Meanwhile, we sum up our sketch of Edward Caryl, 
by pronouncing him, though somewhat of a carpet 
knight in literature, yet no unfavorable specimen of a 
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generation of rising writers, whose spirit is such that 
we may reasonably expect creditable attempts from 
all, and good and beautiful results from some. And, 
it will be observed, Edward was the very man to write 
pretty legends, at a lady's instance, for an old-fash- 
ioned diamond ring. He took the jewel in his hand, 
and turned it so as to catch its scintillating radiance, 
as if hoping, in accordance with Clara's suggestion, to 
light up his fancy with that star-like gleam. 

" Shall it be a ballad ? — a tale in verae ? " he in- 
quired. " Enchanted rings often glisten in old Eng- 
lish poetry ; I think something may be done with the 
subject ; but it is fitter for rhyme than proae." 

" No, no," said Miss Pemberton, " we will have no 
more rhyme than just enough for a posy to the ring. 
You must tell the legend in simple prose ; and when 
it is finished, I will make a little party to hear it 
read." 

The young gentleman promised obedience ; and go- 
ing to his pillow, with his head full of the familiar 
spirits that used to be worn in rings, watches, and 
Bword-hilts, he had the good fortmie to possess himself 
of an available idea in a dream. Connecting this with 
what be himself chanced to know of the ring's real 
history, his task waa done. Clara Pemberton invited 
a select few of her friends, all holding the stanchest 
faith in Edward's genius, and therefore the most ge- 
nial auditors, if not altogether the fairest critics, that 
a writer could possibly desire. Blessed be woman for 
her faculty of admiration, and especially for her ten- 
dency to admire with her heart, when man, at most, 
grants merely a cold approval with his mind ! 

Drawing his chair beneath the blaze of a solar lamp, 
Edward Caryl imtied a. roll of glossy paper, and began 
as follows : — 
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THE LEGEND. 

After the death-warrant had been read to the Earl 
of Essex, and on the evening before his appointed ex- 
ecution, the Countess of Shrewsbury paid his lordship 
a visit, and found him, as it appeared, toying child- 
ishly with a ring. The diamond, that enriched it, 
glittered like a little star, but with a singular tinge of 
red. The gloomy prison-chamber in the Tower, with 
its deep and narrow windows piercing the walls of 
stone, was now all that the earl possessed of worldly 
prospect ; so that there was the less wonder that he 
should look steadfastly into the gem, and moralize 
upon earth's deceitful splendor, as men in darkness 
and ruin seldom fail to do. But the shrewd observa- 
tions of the countess, — an artful and unprincipled 
woman, — the pretended friend of Essex, but who had 
come to glut her revenge for a deed of scorn which 
he himself had forgotten, — her keen eye detected a 
deeper interest attached to this jewel. Even while 
expressing his gratitude for her remembrance of a 
ruined favorite, and condemned criminal, the earl's 
glance reverted to the ring, as if all that remained of 
time and its affairs were collected within that small 
golden circlet. 

" My dear lord," observed the countess, " there is 
surely some matter of great moment wherewith this 
ring is connected, since it so absorbs your mind. A 
token, it may be, of some fair lady's love, — alas, poor 
lady, once richest in possessing such a heart I Would 
you that the jewel be returned to her ? " 

" The queen ! the queen ! It was her Majesty's own 
gift," replied the earl, still gazing into the depths of 
the gem. " She took it from her finger, and told me, 
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with a smile, that it \^as an heirloom from her Tudor 
ancestors, and had once been the property of Merlin, 
the British wizard, who gave it to the lady of his love. 
His art had made this diamond the abiding-place of a 
spirit, which, though of fiendish nature, was bound to 
work only good, so long as the ring was an im violated 
pledge of love and faith, both with the giver and 
receiver. But should love prove false, and faith be 
broken, then the evil spirit would work his own devil- 
ish will, imtil the ring were purified by becoming the 
medium of some good and holy act, and again the 
pledge of faithful love. The gem soon lost its virtue ; 
for the wizard was murdered by the very lady to whom 
he gave it." 

" An idle legend ! " said the countess. 

" It is so," answered Essex, with a melancholy 
smile. "Yet the queen's favor, of which this ring 
was the symbol, has proved my ruin. When death is 
nigh, men converse with dreams and shadows. I have 
been gazing into the diamond, and fancying — but you 
will laugh at me — that I might catch a glimpse of 
the evil spirit there. Do you observe this red glow, — 
dusky, too, amid aU the brightness ? It is the token 
of his presence ; and even now, methinks, it grows 
redder and duskier, like an angry sunset." 

Nevertheless, the earl's manner testified how slight 
was his credence in the enchanted properties of the 
ring. But there is a kind of playfulness that comes 
in moments of despair, when the reality of misfortune, 
if entirely felt, would crush the soul at once. He 
now, for a brief space, was lost in thought, while the 
countess contemplated him with malignant satisfac- 
tion. 

" This ring," he resumed, in another tone, " alone 
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remains, of all that my royal mistress's favor lavished 
upon her servant. My fortune once shone as brightly 
as the gem. And now, such a darkness has fallen 
around me, methinks it would be no marvel if its 
gleam — the sole light of my prison-house — were to 
be forthwith extinguished ; inasmuch as my last earthly 
hope depends upon it." 

" How say you, my lord ? " asked the Countess of 
Shrewsbury. " The stone is bright ; but there should 
be strange magic in it, if it can keep your hopes alive, 
at this sad hour. Alas ! these iron bars and ramparts 
of the Tower are imlike to yield to such a spell." 

Essex raised his head involimtarily ; for there was 
something in the countess's tone that disturbed him, 
although he could not suspect that an enemy had in- 
truded upon the sacred privacy of a prisoner's dun- 
geon, to exult over so dark a ruin of such once brill- 
iant fortunes. He looked her in the face, but saw 
nothing to awaken his distrust. It would have re- 
quired a keener eye than even Cecil's to read the se- 
cret of a countenance, which had been worn so long 
in the false light of a court, that it was now little bet- 
ter than a mask, telling any story save the true one. 
The condemned nobleman again bent over the ring, 
and proceeded : — 

" It once had power in it, — this bright gem, — the 
magic that appertains to the talisman of a great 
queen's favor. She bade me, if hereafter I should 
fall into her disgrace, — how deep soever, and what- 
ever might be the crime, — to convey this jewel to her 
sight, and it should plead for me. Doubtless, with 
her piercing judgment, she had even then detected the 
rashness of my nature, and foreboded some such deed 
as has now brought destruction upon my head. And 




knowing, too, her own hereditary rigor, she designed, 
it may be, that the memory of gentler and kindlier 
hours should soften her heart in my behalf, when my 
need should be the greatest. I have doubted, — I 
have distrusted, — yet who can tell, even now, what 
happy influence this ring might have ? " 

" You have delayed full long to show the ring, and 
plead her Majesty's gracious promise," remai*ked the 
countess, — " your state being what it is." 

" True," replied the earl : " but for my honor's sake, 
I was loath to entreat the queen's mercy, while I 
might hope for life, at least, from the justice of the 
laws. If, on a trial by my peers, I had been acquitted 
of meditating violence against her sacred life, then 
would I have fallen at her feet, and, presenting the 
jewel, have prayed no other favor than that my love 
and zeal shoidd be put to the severest test. But now 
— it were confessing too much — it were cringing too 
low — to beg the miserable gift of life, on no other 
score than the tenderness which her Majesty deems me 
to have forfeited ! " 

" Yet it is your only hope," said the coimtess. 

" And besides," continued Essex, pursuing his own 
reflections, " of what avail will be this token of wo- 
manly feeling, when, on the other hand, are arrayed 
the all-prevailing motives of state policy, and the ar- 
tifices and intrigues of courtiers, to consummate my 
downfall ? Will Cecil or Raleigh suffer her heart to 
act for itself, even if the spirit of her father were not 
in her ? It is in vain to hope it." 

But still Essex gazed at the ring with an absorbed 
attention, that proved how much hope his sanguine 
temperament had concentrated here, when there was 
none else for him in the wide world, save what lay in 
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the compass of that hoop of gold. The spark of 
brightness within the diamond, which gleamed like an 
intenser than earthly fire, was the memorial of his daz- 
zling career. It had not paled with the waning sun- 
shine of his mistress's favor ; on the contrary, in spite 
of its remarkable tinge of dusky red, he fancied that 
it never shone so brightly. The glow of festal torches, 
— the blaze of perfumed lamps, — bonfires that had 
been kindled for him, when he was the darling of 
the people, — the splendor of the royal court, where 
he had been the peculiar star, — all seemed to have 
collected their moral or material glory into the gem, 
and to burn with a radiance caught from the future, 
as well as gathered from the past. That radiance 
might break forth again. Bursting from the diamond, 
into which it was now narrowed, it might beam first 
upon the gloomy walls of the Tower, — then wider, 
wider, wider, — till all England, and the seas around 
her cliffs, should be gladdened with the light. It was 
such an ecstasy as often ensues after long depression, 
and has been supposed to precede the circumstances 
of darkest fate that may befall mortal man. The earl 
pressed the ring to his heart as if it were indeed a tal- 
isman, the habitation of a spirit, as the queen had 
playfully assured him, — but a spirit of happier influ- 
ences than her legend spake of. 

" Oh, could I but make my way to her footstool ! " 
eried he, waving his hand aloft, while he paced the 
stone pavement of his prison-chamber with an impetu- 
ous step. "I might kneel down, indeed, a ruined man, 
condemned to the block, but how should I rise again? 
Once more the favorite of Elizabeth ! — England's 
proudest noble ! — with such prospects as ambition 
never aimed at I Why have I tarried so long in this 
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weary dungeon ? The ring has power to set me free I 
The palace wants me ! IIo, jailer, mibar the door ! " 

But then occurred the recollection of the impossibil- 
ity of obtaining an interview with his fataUy estranged 
mistress, and testing the influence over her affections, 
which he still flattered himself with possessing. Could 
he step beyond the limits of his prison, the world 
would be all sunshine ; but here was only gloom and 
death. 

" Alas ! " said he, slowly and sadly, letting his head 
fall upon his hands. " I die for the lack of one 
blessed word." 

The Countess of Shrewsbury, herseK forgotten amid 
the earl's gorgeous visions, had watched him with an 
aspect that could have betrayed nothing to the most 
suspicious observer; imless that it was too calm for 
humanity, while witnessing the flutterings, as it were, 
of a generous heart in the death-agony. She now ap- 
proached him. 

" My good lord," she said, " what mean you to do ? " 

" Nothing, — my deeds are done ! " replied he, de- 
spondingly ; " yet, had a fallen favorite any friends, 
I would entreat one of them to lay this ring at her 
Majesty's feet ; albeit with little hope, save that, here- 
after, it might remind her that poor Essex, once far 
too highly favored, was at last too severely dealt with." 

" I will be that friend," said the countess. " There 
is no time to be lost. Trust this precious ring with 
me. This very night the queen's eye shall rest upon 
it ; nor shall the efficacy of my poor words be want- 
ing, to strengthen the impression which it will doubt- 
less make." 

The earl's first impulse was to hold out the ring. 
But looking at the countess, as she bent forward to 
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receive it, he fancied that the red glow of the gem 
tinged all her face, and gave it an ominous expression. 
Many passages of past times recurred to his memory. 
A preternatural insight, perchance caught from ap- 
proaching death, threw its momentary gleam, as from 
a meteor, all round his position. 

" Countess," he said, " I know not wherefore I hesi- 
tate, being in a plight so desperate, and having so lit- 
tle choice of friends. But have you looked into your 
own heart? Can you perform this office with the 
truth — the earnestness — the zeal, even to tears, and 
agony of spirit — wherewith the holy gift of himian 
life shoidd be pleaded for ? Woe be unto you, should 
you undertake tliis task, and deal towards me other- 
wise than with utmost faith! For your own soul's 
sake, and as you would have peace at your death-houF, 
consider well in what spirit you receive this ring ! " 

The countess did not shrink. 

" My lord ! — my good lord ! " she exclaimed, " wrong 
not a woman's heart by these suspicions. You might 
choose another messenger ; but who, save a lady of her 
bedchamber, can obtain access to the queen at this un- 
timely hour ? It is for your life, — for your life, — 
else I would not renew my offer." 

" Take the ring," said the earl. 

" Believe that it shall be in the queen's hands be- 
fore the lapse of another hour," replied the countess, 
as she received this sacred trust of life and death. 
" To-morrow morning look for the result of my inter- 
cession." 

She departed. Again the earl's hopes rose high. 
Dreams visited his slumber, not of the sable-decked 
scaffold in the Tower-yard, but of canopies of state, 
obsequious courtiers, pomp, splendor, the smile of the 




n "1 61 

once more gracious queen, and a light beaming from 
the magic gem, which illuminated his whole future. 

History records how foidly the Countess of Shrews- 
bury betrayed the trust, which Essex, in his utmost 
need, confided to her. She kept the ring, and stood 
in the presence of Elizabeth, that night, without one 
attempt to soften her stem hereditary temper in be- 
half of the former favorite. The next day the earl's 
noble head rolled upon the scaflEold. On her death- 
bed, tortured, at last, with a sense of the dreadful 
guilt which she had taken upon her soul, the wicked 
countess sent for Elizabeth, revealed the story of the 
ring, and besought forgiveness for her treachery. But 
the queen, still obdurate, even while remorse for past 
obduracy was tugging at her heart-strings, shook the 
dying woman in her bed, as if struggling with death 
for the privilege of wreaking her revenge and spite. 
The spirit of the countess passed away, to undergo the 
justice, or receive the mercy, of a higher tribunal ; 
and tradition says, that the fatal ring was found upon 
her breast, where it had imprinted a dark red circle, 
resembling the effect of the intensest heat. The at- 
tendants, who prepared the body for burial, shud- 
dered, whispering one to another, that the ring must 
have derived its heat from the glow of infernal fire. 
They left it on her breast, in the coffin, and it went 
with that guilty woman to the tomb. 

Many years afterward, when the church, that con- 
tained the monuments of the Shrewsbury family, was 
desecrated by Cromwell's soldiers, they broke open the 
ancestral vaults, and stole whatever was valuable from 
the noble personages who reposed there. Merlin's an- 
tique ring passed into the possession of a stout ser- 
geant of the Ironsides, who thus became subject to the 
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influences of the evil spirit that still kept his abode 
within the gem's enchanted depths. The sergeant was 
soon slain in battle, thus transmitting the ring, though 
without any legal form of testament, to a gay cavalier, 
who forthwith pawned it, and expended the money in 
liquor, which speedily brought him to the grave. We 
next catch the sparkle of the magic diamond at vari- 
ous epoclis of the merry reign of Charles the Second. 
But its sinister fortune still attended it. From what- 
ever hand this ring of portent came, and whatever fin- 
ger it encircled, ever it was the pledge of deceit be- 
tween man and man, or man and woman, of faithless 
vows, and unhallowed passion ; and whether to lords 
and ladies, or to village - maids, — for sometimes it 
found its way so low, — still it brought nothing but 
•sorrow and disgrace. No purifying deed was done, to 
drive tho fiend from his bright home in this little star. 
Again, we hear of it at a later period, when Sir Srob- 
ert Walpole bestowed the ring, among far richer jew- 
els, on the lady of a British legislator, whose political 
honor he wished to undermine. Many a dismal and 
unhappy tale might be wrought out of its other adven- 
tures. All this while, its ominous tinge of dusky red 
had been deepeniug and darkening, until, if laid upon 
white paper, it cast the mingled hue of night and blood, 
strangely illuminated with scintillating light, in a cir- 
cle round about. But this peculiarity only made it 
the more valuable. 

Alas, the fatal ring ! When shall its dark secret 
be discovered, and the doom of ill, inherited from one 
possessor to another, be finally revoked ? 

The legend now crosses the Atlantic, and comes 
down to our own immediate time. In a certain church 
of our city, not many evenings ago, there was a con- 
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tribution for a charitable object. A fervid preacher 
had poured out his whole soul in a rich and tender dis- 
course, which had at least excited the tears, and per- 
haps the more effectual sympathy, of a numerous audi- 
ence. While the choristers sang sweetly, and the organ 
poured forth its melodious thunder, the deacons passed 
up and down the aisles, and along the galleries, pre- 
senting their mahogany boxes, in which each person 
deposited whatever sum he deemed it safe to lend to 
the Lord, in aid of human wretchedness. Charity be- 
came audible, — chink, chink, chink, — as it fell drop 
by drop, into the common receptacle. There was a 
hum, — a stir, — the subdued bustle of people putting 
their hands into their pockets ; while, ever and anon, 
a vagrant coin fell upon the floor, and rolled away, 
with long reverberation, into some inscrutable comer; 

At length, all having been favored with an oppor- 
tunity to be generous, the two deacons placed their 
boxes on the communion-table, and thence, at the con- 
clusion of the services, removed them into the vestry. 
Here these good old gentlemen sat down together, to 
reckon the accumulated treasure. 

" Fie, fie, Brother Tilton," said Deacon Trott, peep- 
ing into Deacon Tilton's box, " what a heap of copper 
you have picked up ! KeaUy, for an old man, you 
must have had a heavy job to lug it along. Copper ! 
copper ! copper ! Do people expect to get admittance 
into heaven at the price of a few coppers ? " 

" Don't wrong them, brother," answered Deacon 
Tilton, a simple and kindly old man. " Copper may 
do more for one person, than gold will for another. 
In the galleries, where I present my box, we must not 
expect such a harvest as you gather among the gentry 
in the broad aisle, and all over the floor of the church. 
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My people are chiefly poor mechanics and laborers, 

sailors, aeamatresses, and serrant - maids^ with a most 
uncomfortable intermixture of roguish sohool-boys." 

*• Well, welL" said Deacon Trott ; - but there is a 
great deal. Brother Tilton, in the method of presenting 
a contribution-box. It is a knack that comes by na- 
ture, or not at all.' ' 

They now proceeded to sum up the avails of the 
evening, beginning ^^ith the receipts of Deacon Trott, 
In good sooth, that worthy personage had reaped an 
abundant harvest, iu which he prided himself no less, 
apparently, than if every dollar had been contributed 
from his o\«i indi^'idual pocket. Had the good dea- 
con Ijeen meditating a jaunt to Texas, the treasures 
of the mahogany box might have sent him on his way 
rejoicing. There were bank - notes, mostly, it is true, 
of the smallest denomination in the giver's pocket- 
lx)ok, yet making a goodly average upon the whole. 
The most splendid contribution was a cheek for a hun- 
dred dollars, bearing the name of a distinguished mer- 
chant, whose liberality was didy celebrated in the 
newspapers of the next day. No less than seven half- 
eagles, together with an English sovereign, glittered 
amidst an indiscriminate heap of silver; the box be- 
ing polluted with nothing of the copper kind, except a 
single bright new cent, wherewith a little boy had per- 
formed his first charitable act. 

"Very well! very weU indeed!" said Deacon Trott, 
self -approvingly. "A handsome evening 's work ! And 
now, Brother Tilton, let 's see whether you can match 
it." Here was a sad contrast ! They poured forth 
Deacon Tilton's treasure upon the table, and it really 
seemed as if the whole copper coinage of the country, 
together with an amazing quantity of shop-keeper's 
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tokens, and EngKsh and Irish half-pence, mostly of 
base metal, had been congregated into the box. There 
was a very substantial pencil-case, and the semblance 
of a shilling ; but the latter proved to be made of tin, 
and the former of German-silver. A gilded brass but- 
ton was doing duty as a gold coin, and a folded shop- 
bill had assumed the character of a bank-note. But 
Deacon Tilton's feelings were much revived by the 
aspect of another bank - note, new and crisp, adorned 
with beautiful engravings, and stamped with the indu- 
bitable word, Twenty, in large black letters. Alas ! 
it was a counterfeit. In short, the poor old Deacon 
was no less unfortimate than those who trade with 
fairies, and whose gains are sure to be transformed 
into dried leaves, pebbles, and other valuables of that 
kind. 

"I believe the Evil One is in the box," said he, with 
some vexation. 

" Well done. Deacon Tilton ! " cried his Brother 
Trott, with a hearty laugh. "You ought to have a 
statue in copper." 

"Never mind, brother," replied the good Deacon, 
recovering his temper. " I '11 bestow ten dollars from 
my own pocket, and may Heaven's blessing go along 
with it. But look ! what do you call this ? " 

Under the copper mountain, which it had cost them 
so much toil to remove, lay an antique ring ! It was 
enriched with a diamond, which, so soon as it caught 
the light, began to twinkle and glimmer, emitting the 
whitest and purest lustre that coidd possibly be con- 
ceived. It was as brilliant as if some magician had 
condensed the brightest star in heaven into a compass 
fit to be set in a ring, for a lady's delicate finger. 

" How is this ? " said Deacon Trott, examining it 
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carefully, in the expectation of finding it as worthless 
as the rest of his colleague's treasure. " Why, upon 
my word, this seems to be a real diamond, and of the 
purest water. Whence could it have come ? " 

" Keally, I cannot tell," quoth Deacon Tilton, " for 
my spectacles were so misty that all faces looked alike. 
But now I remember, there was a flash of light came 
from the box, at one moment ; but it seemed a dusky 
red, instead of a pure white, like the sparkle of this 
gem. Well ; the ring wiU make up for the copper ; 
but I wish the giver had thrown its history into the 
box along with it." 

It has been our good luck to recover a portion of 
that history. After transmitting misfortime from one 
possessor to another, ever since the days of British 
Merlin, the identical ring which Queen Elizabeth gave 
to the Earl of Essex was finally thrown into the con- 
tribution-box of a New England church. The two 
deacons deposited it in the glass case of a fashionable 
jeweller, of whom it was purchased by the humble 
rehearser of this legend, in the hope that it may be 
allowed to sparkle on a fair lady's finger. Purified 
from the f oid fiend, so long its inhabitant, by a deed 
of unostentatious charity, and now made the symbol 
of faithful and devoted love, the gentle bosom of its 
new possessor need fear no sorrow from its influence. 

" Very pretty ! — Beautif id ! — How original ! — 
How sweetly written! — What nature! — What im- 
agination ! — What power ! — What pathos 1 — What 
exquisite humor ! " — were the exclamations of Ed- 
ward Caryl's kind and generous auditors, at the con- 
clusion of the legend. 

" It is a pretty tale," said Miss Pemberton, who, 
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conscious that her praise was to that of all others as 
a diamond to a pebble, was therefore the less liberal 
in awarding it. " It is really a pretty tale, and very 
proper for any of the Annuals. But, Edward, your 
moral does not satisfy me. What thought did you 
embody in the ring?" 

" O Clara, this is too bad I " replied Edward, with 
a half -reproachful smile. "You know that I can never 
separate the idea from the symbol in which it mani- 
fests itself. However, we may suppose the Gem to be 
the himian heart, and the Evil Spirit to be Falsehood, 
which, in one guise or another, is the fiend that causes 
all the sorrow and trouble in the world. I beseech 
you to let this suffice." 

" It shall," said Clara, kindly. " And, believe me, 
whatever the world may say of the story, I prize it 
far above the diamond which enkindled your imagina- 
tion." 



GRAVES AND GOBLINS. 

Now talk we of graves and goblins ! Fit themes, 
— start not ! gentle reader, — fit for a ghost like me. 
Yes ; though an earth-clogged fancy is laboring with 
these conceptions, and an earthly hand will write them 
down, for mortal eyes to read, still their essence flows 
from as airy a ghost as ever basked in the pale star- 
light, at twelve o'clock. Judge them not by the gross 
and heavy form in which they now appear. They 
may be gross, indeed, with the earthly pollution con- 
tracted from the brain, through which they pass ; and 
heavy with the burden of mortal language, that crushes 
all the finer intelligences of the soul. This is no fault 
of mine. But should aught of ethereal spirit be per- 
ceptible, yet scarcely so, glimmering along the dull 
train of words, — should a faint perfume breathe from 
the mass of clay, — then, gentle reader, thank the 
ghost, who thus embodies himself for your sake ! 
Will you believe me, if I say that all true and noble 
thoughts, and elevated imaginations, are but partly 
the offspring of the intellect which seems to produce 
them ? Sprites, that were poets once, and are now all 
poetry, hover round the dreaming bard, and become 
his inspiration ; buried statesmen lend their wisdom, 
gathered on earth and mellowed in the grave, to the 
historian ; and when the preacher rises nearest to the 
level of his mighty subject, it is because the prophets 
of old days have communed with him. Who has not 
been conscious of mysteries within liis mind, mysteries 
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ot trutih and reality, wliich will not wear tLu chains of 
langnage ? Mortal, then the dead were with yon 1 
And thus shall the earth-dulled houI, whom I inspire, 
be conscious of a misty brightness among his thoughts, 
and strive to maJie it gleam upon the page, — but all 
in vain. Poor author I How will he despise what 
he can grasp, for the sake of the dim glory tliat eludes 
him ! 

So talk we of graves and goblins. But, what have 
ghosts to do with graves? Mortal man, wearing the 
dust wliich shall require a sepulchre, might deem it 
more a home and resting-place than a spirit can, whose 
earthly clod has returned to earth. Tlius philosophers 
have reasoned. Yet wiser they who adhere to the 
ancient sentiment, that a phantom haunts and hallows 
the marble tomb or grassy hillock where its material 
form was laid. Till purified from each stain of clay ; 
till the passions of the living world are all forgotten ; 
till it have less brotherhood with the wayfarers of 
earth than with spirits that never wore mortality, — 
the ghost must linger round the grave. Oh, it is a long 
and dreary watch to some of us t 

Even in early childhood, I lia^l selected a sweet spot, 
of shade and glimmering sunshine, for my grave. It 
was no burial-ground, but a secluded nook of virgin 
earth, where I used to sit, whole summer afternoons, 
dreaming about life and death. My fancy ripened 
prematurely, and taught me secrets which I could not 
otherwise have known. I pictured the coming years, 
— they never came to me, indeed; but I pictured 
them bke life, and made this spot the scene of all that 
shoidd be brightest, in youth, manhood, and old age. 
There, in a little while, it would be time for me to 
breathe the bashful and burning vows of first-love ; 
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thither, after gathering fame abroad, I would return 
to enjoy the loud plaudit of the world, a vast but un- 
obtrusive sound, like the booming of a distant sea ; 
and thither, at the far-oflf close of life, an aged man 
would come, to dream, as the boy was dreaming, and 
be as happy in the past as he was in futurity. Finally, 
when all should be finished, in that spot so hallowed, 
in that soil so impregnated with the most precious of 
my bliss, there was to be my grave. Methought it 
would be the sweetest grave that ever a mortal frame 
reposed in, or an ethereal spirit haunted. There, too, 
in future times, drawn thither by the spell which I had 
breathed around the place, boyhood would sport and 
dream, and youth would love, and manhood would en- 
joy, and age would dream again, and my ghost would 
watch but never frighten them. Alas, the vanity of 
mortal projects, even when they centre in the grave I 
I died in my first youth, before I had been a lover ; at 
a distance, also, from the grave which fancy had dug 
for me ; and they buried me in the thronged cemetery 
of a town, where my marble slab stands unnoticed 
amid a hundred others. And there are coffins on 
each side of mine I 

" Alas, poor ghost ! " will the reader say. Yet I 
am a happy ghost enough, and disposed to be con- 
tented with my grave, if the sexton will but let it be 
my own, and bring no other dead man to dispute my 
title. Earth has left few stains upon me, and it will 
be but a short time that I need haunt the place. It 
is good to die in early youth. Had I lived out three- 
score years and ten, or half of them, my spirit would 
have been so earth-incrusted, that centuries might not 
have purified it for a better home than the dark pre- 
cincts of the grave. Meantime, there is good choice 
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of compaDj ainoDgBt iia. From twilight till near bud- 
rise, we are gliding to and fro, some iu the graveyard, 
others miles away ; and, would we speak with any 
friend, we do but knock against his tombstone, and 
pronounce the name engraved on it : iu an instant, 
there the shallow stands ! 

Some are ghosts of considerable antiquity. There 
is au old man, hereabout ; he never had a tombstone, 
and is often puzzled to distingiush hn own grave ; but 
hereabouts he haiiuts, and long is doomed to haunt. 
He was a miser in his lifetime, and buried a strong 
box of ill-gotten gold, almost fresh from the mint, in 
the coin^e of William and Mary. Scarcely was it 
safe, when the sexton buned the old man, and his se- 
cret with him. I could point out the place where the 
treasure lies ; it was at the bottom of the miser's gar- 
den ; but a paved thoroughfare now passes beside tlie 
spot, and the comer-stone of a market-house jiresses 
right down upon it. Had the workmen dng six inches 
deeper, they woidd have found the hoard. Now 
thither must tliis poor old miser go, whether in star- 
light, moonshine, or pitch darkness, and brood above 
his worthless treasure, recalling all the petty crimes 
by which he gained it. Not a coin must he fail to 
reckon in his memory, nor forget a pennyworth of tlie 
sin that made up the sum, though his agony is such as 
if the pieces of gold, red-hot, were stamped into his 
naked soul. Often, while he is in torment there, he 
hears the steps of living men, who love the dross of 
earth as well as he did. May they never groan over 
their miserable wealth like him ! Night after night, 
for above a hundred years, hath he done this penance, 
and still must he do it, till the iron box he brought to 
light, and each separate coin be cleansed by grateful 
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tears of a widow or an orphan. My spirit sighs for 
his long vigil at the comer of the market-house ! 

There are ghosts whom I tremble to meet, and can- 
not think of without a shudder. One has the guilt of 
blood upon him. The soul which he thrust untimely 
forth has long since been summoned from our gloomy 
graveyard, and dwells among the stars of heaven, too 
far and too high for even the recollection of mortal an- 
guish to ascend thither. Not so the murderer's ghost! 
It is his doom to spend aU the hours of darkness in 
the spot which he stained with innocent blood, and to 
feel the hot stream — hot as when it first gushed upon 
his hand — incorporating itself with his spiritual sub^ 
stance. Thus his horrible crime is ever fresh within 
him. Two other wretches are condemned to walk arm 
in arm. They were guilty lovers in their lives, and 
still, in death, must wear the guise of love, though 
hatred and loathing have become their very nature 
and existence. The pollution of their mutual sin re- 
mains with them, and makes their souls sick continu- 
ally. Oh, that I might forget all the dark shadows 
which haunt about these graves ! This passing 
thought of them has left a stain, and will weigh me 
down among dust and sorrow, beyond the time that 
my own transgressions would have kept me here. 

There is one shade among us, whose high nature it 
is good to meditate upon. He lived a patriot, and is 
a patriot still. Posterity has forgotten him. The 
simple slab, of red freestone, that bore his name, was 
broken long ago, and is now covered by the gradual 
accumulation of the soil. A tuft of thistles is his only 
monument. This upright spirit came to his grave, 
after a lengthened life, with so little stain of earth, 
that he might, almost immediately, have trodden the 
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pathway of the sl^. But his strong love of country 
chained him down, to share its vicissitudes of weal 
or woe. With such deep yearning in his soul, he was 
nnfit for heaven. That noblest virtue lias the eSect of 
sin, and kee]>9 his pure and lofty spirit in a penance, 
which may not terminate till America be again a wil- 
derness. Not that there is no joy for the dead patiiot. 
Can he fail to experience it, while he contemplates the 
mighty and increasing power of the land, which he 
protected in its infancy ? Ko ; there is much to glad- 
den him. But sometimes I dread to meet him, as he 
returns from the hedchambera of mlera and politicians, 
after diving into their secret motives, and searching 
out their aims. He looks round him with a stem and 
awful sadness, and vanishes into his neglected grave. 
Let nothing sordid or selfish defile your deeds or 
thoughts, ye great men of the day, lest ye grieve the 
noble dead. 

Few ghosts take such an endearing interest as this, 
even in their own private affairs. It made me rather 
sad, at first, to find how soon the fiame of love expires 
amid the chill damps of the tomb ; so much tlie sooner, 
the more fiercely it may have burned. Forget your 
dead mistress, youth ! She has already forgotten you. 
Maiden, cease to weep for your buried lover ! He will 
know nothing of your tears, nor value tliem if he did. 
Yet it were blasphemy to say that true love is other 
than immortal. It is an earthly passion, of which I 
speak, mingled with little that is spiritual, and must 
therefore perish with the perishing clay. When soiJs 
have loved, there is no falsehooil or forgetfulness. 
Maternal affection, too, is strong as adamant. Thei-e 
are mothers here, among us, who miglit have been in 
heaven fifty years ago, if they could forbear to cherish 
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eartMy joy and sorrow, reflected from the bosoms of 
their children. Husbands and wives have a comfort- 
able gift of oblivion, especially when secure of the 
faith of their living halves. Jealousy, it is true, will 
play the devil with a ghost, driving him to the bedside 
of secondary wedlock, there to scowl, unseen, and gib- 
ber inaudible remonstrances. Dead wives, however 
jealous in their lifetime, seldom feel this posthumous 
torment so acutely. 

Many, many things, that appear most important 
while we walk the busy street, lose all their interest 
the moment we are borne into the quiet graveyard 
which borders it. For my own part, my spirit had not 
become so mixed up with earthly existence, as to be 
now held in an unnatural combination, or tortured 
much with retrosj^ective cares. I still love my parents 
and a younger sister, who remain among the living, 
and often grieve me by their patient sorrow for the 
dead. Each separate tear of theirs is an added weight 
upon my soul, and lengthens my stay among the 
graves. As to other matters, it exceedingly rejoices 
me that my summons came before I had time to write 
a projected poem, which was highly imaginative in con- 
ception, and could not have failed to give me a trium- 
phant rank in the choir of our native bards. Nothing 
is so much to be deprecated as posthumous renown. 
It keeps the immortal spirit from the proper bliss of 
his celestial state, and causes him to feed upon the im- 
pure breath of mortal man, till sometimes he forgets 
that there are starry realms above him. Few poets — 
infatuated that they are ! — soar upward whUe the 
least whisper of their name is heard on earth. On 
Sabbath evenings, my sisters sit by the fireside, be- 
tween our father and mother, and repeat some hymns 




of mine, which they have often heard from my own 
lips, ere the tremulous voice left them forever. Little 
do they think, those dear ones, that the dead stands 
listening in the glimmer of the fii'elight, and is almost 
gifted with a visible shape by the fond intensity of 
their remembrance. 

Now shall the reader know a grief of the poor ghost 
that speaks to him ; a grief, but not a helpless one. 
Since I have dwelt among the graves, they bore the 
corpse of a young maiden hither, and laid her in the 
old ancestral vault, which is hollowed in the side of a 
grassy bank. It has a door of stone, with rusty iron 
hinges, and above it, a rude sculpture of the family 
arms, and inscriptions of all their names who have 
been buried there, including sire and son, mother and 
daughter, of an ancient colonial race. All of her 
lineage had gone before, and when the young maiden 
followed, the portal was closed forever. The night 
after her burial, when the other ghosts were flitting 
about their graves, forth came the pale virgin's shad- 
ow, with the rest, but knew not whither to go, nor 
whom to haimt, so lonesome had she been on earth. 
She stood by the ancient sepulchre, looking upward to 
the bright stars, as if she would, even then, begin her 
flight. Her sadness made me sad. That night and 
the next, I stood near her, in the moonshine, but 
dared not speak, because she seemed purer than all 
the ghosts, and fitter to converse with angels than 
with men. But the third bright eve, still gazing up- 
ward to the glory of the heavens, she sighed, and said, 
" When will my mother come for me ? " Her low, 
sweet voice emboldened me to speak, and she was 
kind and gentle, though so pure, and answered me 
again. From that time, always at the ghostly hour, 
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I Bought the old tomb of her fathers, and either found 
her standing by the door, or knocked, and she ap- 
peared. Blessed creature, that she was; her chaste 
spirit hallowed mine, and imparted such a celestial 
buoyancy, that I longed to grasp her hand, and fly, — 
upward, aloft, aloft I I thought, too, that she only 
lingered here, till my earthlier soul should be puri- 
fied for heaven. One night, when the stars threw 
down the light that shadows love, I stole forth to the 
accustomed spot, and knocked, with my airy fingers, at 
her door. She answered not. Again I knocked, and 
breathed her name. Where was she ? At once, the 
truth fell on my miserable spirit and crushed it to the 
earth, among dead men's bones and mouldering dust, 
groaning in cold and desolate agony. Her penance 
was over ! She had taken her trackless flight, and 
had found a home in the purest radiance of the upper 
stars, leaving me to knock at the stone portal of the 
darksome sepulchi*e. But I know — I know, that an- 
gels hurried her away, or surely she would have whis- 
pered ere she fled ! 

She is gone ! How could the grave imprison that 
unspotted one ! But her pure, ethereal spirit will not 
quite forget me, nor soar too high in bliss, till I as- 
cend to join her. Soon, soon be that hour I I am 
weary of the earth -damps; they burden me; they 
choke me ! Already, I can float in the moonshine ; 
the faint starlight will almost bear up my footsteps ; 
the perfume of flowers, which grosser spirits love, is 
now too earthly a luxury for me. Grave I Grave ! 
thou art not my home. I must flit a little longer in 
thy night gloom, and then be gone, — far from the 
dust of the living and the dead, — far from the cor- 
ruption that is around me, but no more within ! 




A few times I have visited the cliamber of one who 
walks, obscure and lonely, on his mortal pilgrimage. 
He will leave not many living friends, when he goes to 
join the dead, where his thoughts often stray, and he 
might better be. I steal into his sleep, and play my 
part among the figures of his dreams. I glide through 
the moonlight of his waking fancy, and whisper con- 
ceptions, which, with a strange thrill of fear, he writes 
down as his own. I stand beside him now, at midnight, 
telling these dreamy truths with a voice so dream-like, 
that he mistakes them for fictions of a brain too prone 
to such. Yet he glances behind him and shivers, while 
the lamp bums pale. Farewell, dreamer, — waking 
or sleeping! Your brightest dreams are fled; your 
mind grows too hard and cold for a spiritual guest to 
enter ; you are earthly, too, and have all the sins of 
earth. The ghost will visit you no more. 

But where is the maiden, holy and pure, though 
wearing a form of clay, that would have me bend over 
her pillow at midnight, and leave a blessing there? 
With a silent invocation, let her summon me. Shrink 
not, maiden, when I come! In life, I was a high- 
souled youth, meditative, yet seldom sad, full of chaste 
fancies, and stainless from all grosser sin. And now, 
in death, I bring no loathsome smell of the grave, nor 
ghostly terrors, — but gentle, and soothing, and sweetly 
pensive influences. Perhaps, just fluttering for the 
skies, my visit may hallow the wellsprings of thy 
thought, and make thee heavenly here on earth. Then 
shall pure dreams and holy meditations bless thy life ; 
nor thy sainted spirit linger round the grave, but seek 
the upper stars, and meet me there I 



DR. BULLIVANT. 

This person was not eminent enough, either by na- 
ture or circumstance, to deserve a public memorial 
simply for his own sake, after the lapse of a century 
and a half from the era in which he flourished. His 
character, in the view which we propose to take of it, 
may give a species of distinctness and point to some 
remarks on the tone and composition of New England 
society, modified as it became by new ingredients from 
the eastern world, and by the attrition of sixty op 
seventy years over the rugged peculiarities of the orig- 
inal settlers. We are perhaps accustomed to employ 
too sombre a pencil in picturing the earlier times 
among the Puritans, because, at our cold distance, we 
form our ideas almost whoUy from their severest fea- 
tures. It is like gazing on some scenes in the land 
which we inherit from them ; we see the mountains, 
rising sternly and with frozen summits up to heaven, 
and the forests, waving in massy depths where sun- 
shine seems a profanation, and we see the gray mist, 
like the duskiness of years, shedding a chill obscurity 
over the whole ; but the green and pleasant spots in 
the hollow of the hills, the warm places in the heart of 
what looks desolate, are hidden from our eyes. Still, 
however, a prevailing characteristic of the age was 
gloom, or something which cannot be more accurately 
expressed than by that term, and its long shadow, fall- 
ing over all the intervening years, is visible, though 
not too distinctly, upon ourselves. Without material 
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detriment to a deep and solid happiness, the frolic of 
the mind was so habitually chastened, that persons 
have gained a nook in history by the mere possession 
of animal spirits, too exuberant to be confined within 
the established bounds. Every vain jest and improfit- 
able word was deemed an item in the accoimt of crim- 
inality, and whatever wit, or semblance thereof, came 
into existence, its birthplace was generally the pulpit, 
and its parent some sour old Genevan divine. The 
specimens of humor and satire, preserved in the ser- 
mons and controversial tracts of those days, are occa- 
sionally the apt expressions of pungent thoughts ; but 
oftener they are cruel torturings and twistings of trite 
ideas, disgusting by the wearisome ingenuity which 
constitutes their only merit. Among a people where 
so few possessed, or were allowed to exercise, the art 
of extracting the mirth which lies hidden like latent 
caloric in almost everything, a gay apothecary, such 
as Dr. Bullivant, must have been a phenomenon. 

We will suppose ourselves standing in Comhill, on 
a pleasant morning of the year 1670, about the hour 
when the shutters are unclosed, and the dust swept 
from the doorsteps, and when Business rubs its eyes, 
and begins to plod sleepily through the town. The 
street, instead of running between lofty and continu- 
ous piles of brick, is but partially lined with wooden 
buildings of various heights and architecture, in each 
of which the mercantile department is connected with 
the domicile, like the gingerbread and candy shops of 
an after-date. The signs have a singular appearance 
to a stranger's eye. These are not a barren record of 
names and occupations, yellow letters on black boards, 
but images and hieroglyphics, sometimes typifying the 
principal commodity offered for sale, though generally 



80 TALES AND SKETCHES. 

intended to give an arbitrary designation to the estab- 
lishment. Overlooking the bearded Saracens, the 
Indian Queens, and the wooden Bibles, let us direct 
our attention to the white p^st newly erected at the 
corner of the street, and surmounted by a gilded coun- 
tenance which flashes in the early sunbeams like veri- 
table gold. It is a bust of ^sculapius, evidently of 
the latest London manufacture ; and from the door 
behind it steams forth a mingled smell of musk and 
assaf oetida, and other drugs of potent perfume, as if an 
appropriate sacrifice were just laid upon the altar of 
the medical deity. Five or six idle people are already 
collected, peeping curiously in at the glittering array 
of gallipots and phials, and deciphering the labels 
which tell their contents in the mysterious and impos- 
ing nomenclature of ancient physic. They are next 
attracted by the printed advertisement of a Panacea, 
promising life but one day short of eternity, and youth 
and health commensurate. An old man, his head as 
white as snow, totters in with a hasty clattering of his 
staff, and becomes the earliest purchaser, hoping that 
his wrinkles will disappear more swiftly than they 
gathered. The Doctor (so styled by courtesy) shows 
the upper half of his person behind the counter, and 
appears to be a slender and rather tall man ; his fea- 
tures are difficult to describe, possessing nothing pe- 
culiar, except a flexibility to assume all characters in 
turn, while his eye, shrewd, quick, and saucy, remains 
the same throughout. Whenever a customer enters 
the shop, if he desire a box of pills, he receives with 
them an equal number of hard, round, dry jokes, — 
or if a dose of salts, it is mingled with a portion of the 
salt of Attica, — or if some hot. Oriental drug, it is 
accompanied by a racy word or two that tingle on the 
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mental palate, — all without the least additional cost. 
Then there are twistings of mouths which never lost 
their g^vity before. As each purchaser retires, the 
spectators see a resemblance of his visage pass over 
that of the apothecary, in which all the ludicrous points 
are made most prominent, as if a magic looking-glass 
had caught the reflection, and were making sport with 
it. Unwonted titterings arise and strengthen into 
bashful laughter, but are suddenly hushed as some 
minister, heavy-eyed from his last night's vigil, or 
magistrate, armed with the terror of the whipping- 
post and piUory, or perhaps the governor himself, goes 
by like a dark cloud intercepting the sunshine. . 

About this period, many causes began to produce an 
important change on and beneath the surface of co- 
lonial society. The early settlers were able to keep 
within the narrowest limits of their rigid principles, 
because they had adopted them in mature life, and 
from their own deep conviction, and were strengthened 
in them by that species of enthusiasm, which is as 
sober and as enduring as reason itself. But if their 
immediate successors followed the same line of con- 
duct, they were confined to it, in a great degree, by 
habits forced upon them, and by the severe rule under 
which they were educated, and, in short, more by re- 
straint than by the free exercise of the imagination and 
understanding. When therefore the old original stock, 
the men who looked heavenward without a wandering 
glance to earth, had lost a part of their domestic and 
public influence, yielding to infirmity or death, a re- 
laxation naturally ensued in their theory and practice 
of morals and religion, and became more evident with 
the daily decay of its most strenuous opponents. This 
gradual but sure operation was assisted by the increas- 
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ing commercial importance of the colonies, whither a 
new set of emigrants followed unworthily in the track 
of the pure - hearted Pilgrims. Gain being now the 
allurement, and almost the only one, since dissenters 
no longer dreaded persecution at home, the people of 
New England could not remain entirely uncontami- 
nated by an extensive intermixture with worldly men. 
The trade carried on by the colonists (in the face of 
several inefficient acts of Parliament) with the whole 
maritime world, must have had a similar tendency ; 
nor are the desperate and dissolute visitants of the 
countiy to be forgotten among the agents of a moral 
revolution. Freebooters from the West Indies and 
the Spanish Main, — state criminals, implicated in the 
numerous plots and conspiracies of the period, — fel- 
ons, loaded with private guilt, — numbers of these 
took refuge in the provinces, where the authority of 
the English king was obstructed by a zealous spirit 
of independence, and where a boundless wilderness 
enabled them to defy pursuit. Thus the new popida- 
tion, temporary and permanent, was exceedingly unlike 
the old, and far more apt to disseminate their own 
principles than to imbibe those of the Puritans. All 
circumstances unfavorable to virtue acquired double 
strength by the licentious reign of Charles II. ; though 
perhaps the example of the monarch and nobility was 
less likely to recommend vice to the people of New 
England than to those of any other part of the British 
Empire. 

The clergy and the elder magistrates manifested a 
quick sensibility to the decline of godliness, their ap- 
prehensions being sharpened in this particular no less 
by a holy zeal than because their credit and influence 
were intimately connected with the primitive character 
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of the country. A Synod, convened in the year 1679, 
gave its opinion that the iniquity of the times had 
drawn down judgments from Heaven, and proposed 
methods to assuage the Divine wrath by a renewal 
of former sanctity. But neither the increased num- 
bers, nor the altered spirit of the people, nor the just 
sense of a freedom to do wrong, within certain limits, 
would now have permitted the exercise of that inquisi- 
torial strictness, which had been wont to penetrate to 
men's firesides and watch their domestic life, recogniz- 
ing no distinction between private ill conduct and 
crimes that endanger the community. Accordingly, 
the tide of worldly prin3iples encroached more and 
more upon the ancient landmarks, hitherto esteemed 
the outer boundaries of virtue. Society arranged it- 
self into two classes, marked by strong shades of dif- 
ference, though separated by an uncertain line : in one 
were included the small and feeble remnant of the 
first settlers, many of their immediate descendants, the 
whole body of the clergy, and all whom a gloomy tem- 
perament, or tenderness of conscience, or timidity of 
thought, kept up to the strictness of their fathers ; the 
other comprehended the new emigrants, the gay and 
thoughtless natives, the favorers of Episcopacy, and a 
various mixture of liberal and enlightened men with 
most of the evil-doers and unprincipled adventurers in 
the country. A vivid and rather a pleasant idea of 
New England manners, when this change had become 
decided, is given in the journal of John Dunton, a 
cockney bookseller, who visited Boston and other 
towns of Massachusetts with a cargo of pious publica- 
tions, suited to the Puritan market. Making due al- 
lowance for the flippancy of the writer, which may 
have given a livelier tone to his descriptions than 
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truth precisely warrants, and also for his character, 
which led him chiefly among the gayer inhabitants, 
there still seems to have been many who loved the 
winecup and the song, and all sorts of delightful 
naughtiness. But the degeneracy of the times had 
made far less progress in the interior of the country 
than in the seaports, and until the people lost the elec- 
tive privilege, they continued the government in the 
hands of those upright old men who had so long pos- 
sessed their confidence. Uncontrollable events, alone, 
gave a temporary ascendency to persons of another 
stamp. James II., during the four years of his des- 
potic reign revoked the charters of the American col- 
onies, arrogated the appointment of their magistrates, 
and annulled all those legal and prescriptive rights 
which had hitherto constituted them nearly indepen- 
dent states. Among the foremost advocates of the 
royal usurpations was Dr. Bullivant. Gifted with a 
smart and ready intellect, busy and bold, he acquired 
great influence in the new government, and assisted' 
Sir Edmund Andros, Edward Randolph, and flve or 
six others, to browbeat the council, and misrule the 
Northern provinces according to their pleasure. The 
strength of the popular hatred against this admin- 
istration, the actual tyranny that was exercised, and 
the innumerable fears and jealousies, well grounded 
and fantastic, which harassed the country, may be best 
learned from a work of Increase Mather, the " Re- 
markable Providences of the Earlier Days of Ameri- 
can Colonization." The good divine (though writing 
when a lapse of nearly forty years should have tamed 
the fierceness of party animosity) speaks with the most 
bitter and angry scorn of " 'Pothecary Bullivant," who 
probably indulged his satirical propensities, from the 
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seat of power, In a manner which rendered him an es- 
pecial object of public dislike. But the people were 
about to play ofiP a piece of practical fun on the Doc- 
tor and the whole of his coadjutors, and have the laugh 
all to themselves. By the first faint rumor of the at- 
tempt of the Prince of Orange on the throne, the 
power of James was annihilated in the colonies, and 
long before tlie abdication of the latter became known. 
Sir Edmund Andros, Governor-General of New Eng- 
land and New York, and fifty of the most obnoxious 
leaders of the court party, were tenants of a prison. 
We will visit our old acquaintance in his adversity. 

The scene now represents a room of ten feet square, 
the floor of which is sunk a yard or two below the 
level of the groimd ; the walls are covered with a dirty 
and crumbling plaster, on which appear a crowd of 
ill-favored and lugubrious faces done in charcoal, and 
the autographs and poetical attempts of a long suc- 
cession of debtors and petty criminals. Other fea- 
tures of the apartment are a deep fireplace (superflu- 
ous in the sultriness of the summer's day), a door of 
hard-hearted oak, and a narrow window high in the 
wall, where the glass has long been broken, while the 
iron bars retain all their original strength. Through 
this opening come the sound of passing footsteps in the 
public street, and the voices of children at play. The 
furniture consists of a bed, or rather an old sack of 
barley straw, thrown down in the corner farthest from 
the door, and a chair and table, both aged and infirm, 
and leaning against the side of the room, besides 
lending a friendly support to each other. The atmos- 
phere is stifled and of an ill smell, as if it had been 
kept close prisoner for half a century, and had lost 
all its pure and elastic nature by feeding the tainted 
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breath of the vicious and the sighs of the unfortunate. 
Such is the present abode of the man of medicine and 
politics, and his own appearance forms no contrast to 
the accompaniments. His wig is unpowdered, out of 
curl, and put on awry ; the dust of many weeks has 
worked its way into the web of his coat and small- 
clothes, and his knees and elbows peep forth to ask 
why they are so ill clad ; his stockings are ungartered, 
his shoes down at the heel, his waistcoat is without a 
button, and discloses a shirt as dingy as the remnant 
of snow in a showery April day. His shoulders have 
become rounder, and his whole person is more bent 
and drawn together, since we last saw him, and his 
face has exchanged the glory of wit and humor for a 
sheepish dulness. At intervals, the Doctor walks the 
room, with an irregular and shuffling pace ; anon he 
throws himself flat on the sack of barley straw, mut- 
tering very reprehensible expressions between his 
teeth ; then again he starts to his feet, and journeying 
from corner to corner, finally sinks into the chair, 
forgetful of its three-legged infirmity till it lets him 
down upon the floor. The grated window, his only 
medium of intercourse with the world, serves but to 
admit additional vexations. Every few moments the 
steps of the passengers are heard to pause, and some 
well-known face appears in the free sunshine behind 
the iron bars, brimful of mirth and drollery, the owner 
whereof stands on tiptoe to tickle poor Dr. Bullivant 
with a stinging sarcasm. Then laugh the little boys 
around the prison door, and the wag goes chuckling 
away. The apothecary would fain retaliate, but aU 
his quips and repartees, and sharp and facetious fan- 
cies, once so abundant, seem to have been transferred 
from himself to the sluggish brains of his enemies. 




While endeavoring to condense his whole intellect into 
one venomous point, in readiness for the next assail- 
ant, he is interrupted by the entrance of the tui'nkey 
with the prison fare of Indian bread and water. With 
these dainties we leave him. 

When the turmoil of the Revolution had subsided, 
and the authority of William and Mary was fixed on 
a quiet basis throughout the colonies, the deposed gov- 
ernor and some of his partisans were sent home to the 
new court, and the others released from imprisonment. 
The New-Englanders, as a people, are not apt to retain 
a revengefid sense of injury, and nowhere, perhaps, 
could a politician, however odious in his power, live 
more peacefully in his nakedness and disgrace. Dr. 
Bullivant returned to his formei: occupation, and spent 
rather a desirable old age. Though he sometimes hit 
hard with a jest, yet few thought of taking offence ; 
for whenever a man habitually indulges his tongue at 
the expense of all his associates, they provide against 
the common annoyance by tacitly agreeing to consider 
his sarcasms as null and void. Thus for many years, 
a gray old man with a stoop in his gait, he continued 
to sweep out his shop at eight o'clock in summer 
mornings, and nine in the winter, and to waste whole 
hours in idle talk and irreverent merriment, making it 
his glory to raise the laughter of silly people, and his 
delight to sneer at them in his sleeve. At length, one 
pleasant day, the door and shutters of his establish- 
ment kept closed from sunrise till sunset, and his 
cronies marvelled a moment, and passed on ; a week 
after, the rector of King's Chapel said the death-rite 
over Dr. Bullivant ; and within the month a new apoth- 
ecary, and a new stock of drugs and medicines, made 
their appearance at the gilded Head of ^sculapius. 



A BOOK OF AUTOGRAPHS. 

We have before us a volume of autograph letters, 
chiefly of soldiers and statesmen of the Revolution, 
and addressed to a good and brave man. General 
Palmer, who himself drew his sword in the cause. 
They are profitable reading in a quiet afternoon, and 
in a mood withdrawn from too intimate relation with 
the present time ; so that we can glide backward some 
three quarters of a century, and surround ourselves 
with the ominous sublimity of circumstances that then 
frowned upon the writers. To give them their full 
effect, we should imagine that these letters have this 
moment been brought to town by the splashed and 
way-worn post-rider, or perhaps by an orderly dra- 
goon, who has ridden in a perilous hurry to deliver his 
despatches. They are magic scrolls, if read in the 
right spirit. The roll of the drum and the fanfare of 
the trumpet is latent in some of them ; and in others, 
an echo of the oratory that resounded in the old halls 
of the Continental Congress, at Philadelphia ; or the 
words may come to us as with the living utterance of 
one of those illustrious men, speaking face to face, in 
friendly communion. Strange, that the mere identity 
of paper and ink should be so powerful. The same 
thoughts might look cold and ineffectual, in a printed 
book. Human nature craves a certain materialism, 
and clings pertinaciously to what is tangible, as if that 
were of more importance than the spirit accidentally 
involved in it. And, in truth, the original manuscript 




has always something which print itself must inevita- 
bly lose. An erasure, even a blot, a casual irregular- 
ity of hand, and all such little imperfections of me- 
chanical execution, bring us close to the writer, and 
perhaps convey some of those subtle intimations for 
which language has no shape. 

There are several letters from John Adams, wi'itten 
in a small, hasty, ungraceful hand, but earnest, and 
with no unnecessary flourish. The earliest is dated at 
Philadelphia, September 26, 1774, about twenty days 
after the first opening of the Continental Congress. 
We look at this old yellow document, scribbled on half 
a sheet of foolscap, and ask of it many questions for 
which words have no response. We would fain know 
what were their mutual impressions, when all those 
venerable faces, that have since been traced on steel, 
or chiselled out of marble, and thus made familiar to 
posterity, first met one another's gaze ! Did one spirit 
harmonize them, in spite of the dissimilitude of man- 
ners between the North and the South, which were 
now for the first time brought into political relations ? 
Could the Virginian descendant of the Cavaliers, and 
the New-Englander with his hereditary Puritanism, — 
the aristocratic Southern planter, and the self-made 
man from Massachusetts or Connecticut, — at once 
feel that they were countrymen and brothers ? What 
did John Adams think of Jefferson? — and Samuel 
Adams of Patrick Henry ? Did not North and South 
combine in their deference for the sage Franklin, so 
long the defender of the colonies in England, and 
whose scientific renown was already world-wide ? And 
was there yet any whispered prophecy, any vague con- 
jecture, circulating among the delegates, as to the des- 
tiny which might be in reserve for one stately man, 
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who sat, for the most part, silent among them? — what 
station he was to assume in the world's history? — and 
how many statues would repeat his form and counte- 
nance, and successively cmmble beneath his immor- 
tality? 

The letter before us does not answer these inquiries. 
Its main feature is the strong expression of the uncer- 
tainty and awe that pervaded even the firm hearts of 
the Old Congress, while anticipating the struggle 
which was to ensue. " The commencement of hostili- 
ties," it says, " is exceedingly dreaded here. It is 
thought that an attack upon the troops, even should 
it prove successful, would certainly involve the whole 
continent in a war. It is generally thought that the 
Ministry would rejoice at a rupture in Boston, because 
it would furnish an excuse to the people at home " 
[this was the last time, we suspect, that John Adams 
spoke of England thus affectionately], " and unite 
them in an opinion of the necessity of pushing hostili- 
ties against us." 

His next letter bears on the superscription, "Fa- 
vored by General Washington." The date is June 20, 
1775, three days after the battle of Bunker Hill, the 
news of which could not yet have arrived at Philadel- 
phia. But the war, so much dreaded, had begun, on 
the quiet banks of Concord River ; an army of twenty 
thousand men was beleaguering Boston ; and here was 
Washington journeying northward to take the com- 
mand. It seems to place us in a nearer relation with 
the hero, to find him performing the little courtesy of 
bearing a letter between friend and friend, and to hold 
in our hands the very document intrusted to such a 
messenger. John Adams says simply, " We send you 
Generals Washington and Lee for your comfort ; " but 
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adds nothing in regard to the character of the Com- 
mander-in-Chief. This letter displays much of the 
writer's ardent temperament ; if he had been anywhere 
but in the hall of Congress, it would have been in the 
intrenchment before Boston. 

" I hope," be writes, " a good account will be given 
of Gage, Haldiman, Burgoyne, Clinton, and Howe, be- 
fore winter. Such a wretch as Howe, with a statue 
in honor of his family in Westminster Abbey, erected 
by the Massachusetts, to come over with the design 
to cut the throats of the Massachusetts people, is too 
much. I most sincerely, coolly, and devoutly wish 
tliat a lucky ball or bayonet may make a signal ex- 
ample of him, in warning to all such unprincipled, un- 
sentimental miscreants for the future! " 

He goes on in a strain that smacks somewhat of 
aristocratic feeling : " Our camp will be an illustrious 
school of military virtue, and will be resorted to and 
frequented, as such, by gentlemen in great numbers 
from the other colonies." The term " gentleman " 
has seldom been used in this sense subsequently to the 
Revolution. Another letter introduces us to two of 
these gentlemen, Messrs. Acquilla Hall and Josias 
Carvill, volunteers, who are recommended as " of the 
first families in Maryland, and possessing indepen- 
dent fortunes." 

After the British had been driven out of Boston, 
Adams cries out, " Fortify, fortify ; and never let them 
get in again ! " It is agreeable enough to perceive 
the filial affection with which John Adams, and the 
other delegates from the North, regard New England, 
and especially the good old capital of the Puritans. 
Their love of country was hardly yet so diluted as to 
extend over the whole thirteen colonies, which were 
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rather looked upon as allies than as composing one 
nation. In truth, the patriotism of a citizen of the 
United States is a sentiment by itself of a peculiar 
nature, and requiring a lifetime, or at least the custom 
of many years, to naturalize it among the other posses- 
sions of the heart. 

The collection is enriched by a letter — dated 
"Cambridge, August 26, 1775" — from Washington 
himself. He wrote it in that house, — now so vener- 
able with his memory, — in that very room, where his 
bust now stands upon a poet's table ; from this sheet 
of paper passed the hand that held the leading-staff I 
Nothing can be more perfectly in keeping with all 
other manifestations of Washington than the whole 
visible aspect and embodiment of this letter. The 
manuscript is as clear as daylight ; the punctuation ex- 
act, to a comma. There is a calm accuracy through- 
out, which seems the production of a species of intelli- 
gence that cannot err, and which, if we may so speak, 
would affect us with a more human warmth, if we 
could conceive it capable of some slight human error. 
The chirography is characterized by a plain and easy 
grace, which, in the signature, is somewhat elaborated, 
and becomes a type of the personal manner of a gen- 
tleman of the old school, but without detriment to the 
truth and clearness that distinguish the rest of the 
manuscript. The lines are as straight and equidis- 
tant as if ruled ; and, from beginning to end, there is 
no physical symptom — as how should there be ? — of 
a varying mood, of jets of emotion, or any of those 
fluctuating feelings that pass from the hearts into the 
fingers of common men. The paper itself (like most 
of those Revolutionary letters, which are written on 
fabrics fit to endure the burden of ponderous and 
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earnest thought) is stout, and of excellent quality, and 
bears the water-mark of Britannia, surmounted by the 
Crown. The subject of the letter is a statement of 
reasons for not taking possession of Point Alderton ; 
a position conmianding the entrance of Boston Har- 
bor. After explaining the difficidties of the case, 
arising from his want of men and munitions for the 
adequate defence of the lines which he already occu- 
pies, Washington proceeds : " To you, sir, who are a 
well-wisher to the cause, and can reason upon the ef- 
fects of such conduct, I may open myself with free- 
dom, because no improper disclosures will be made of 
our situation. But I cannot expose my weakness to 
the enemy (though I believe they are pretty well in- 
formed of everything that passes), by telling this and 
that man, who are daily pointing out this, and that, 
and t' other place, of all the motives that govern my 
actions ; notwithstanding I know what will be the con- 
sequence of not doing it, — namely, that I shall be ac- 
cused of inattention to the public service, and perhaps 
of want of spirit to prosecute it. But this shall have 
no effect upon my conduct, .1 will steadily (as far as 
my judgment will assist me) pursue such measures as 
I think conducive to the interest of the cause, and rest 
satisfied under any obloquy that shall be thrown, con- 
scious of having discharged my duty to the best of my 
abilities." 

The above passage, like every other passage that 
could be quoted from his pen, is characteristic of 
Washington, and entirely in keeping with the calm 
elevation of his soul. Yet how imperfect a glimpse 
do we obtain of him, through the medium of this or 
any of his letters ! We imagine him writing calmly, 
with a hand that never falters ; his majestic face 
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neither darkens nor gleams with any momentary ebul- 
lition of feeling, or irregularity of thought ; and thus 
flows forth an expression precisely to the extent of his 
purpose, no more, no less. Thus much we may con- 
ceive. But still we have not grasped the man ; we 
have caught no glimpse of his interior ; we have not 
detected his personality. It is the same with all the 
recorded traits of his daily life. The collection of 
them, by different observers, seems sufficiently abun- 
dant, and strictly harmonizes with itself, yet never 
brings us into intimate relationship with the hero, nor 
makes us feel the warmth and the human throb of his 
heart. What can be the reason ? Is it, that his great 
nature was adapted to stand in relation to his country, 
as man stands towards man, but could not individual- 
ize itself in brotherhood to an individual ? 

There are two from Franklin, the earliest dated, 
" London, August 8, 1767," and addressed to " Mrs. 
Franklin, at Philadelphia." He was then in England, 
as agent for the colonies in their resistance to the op- 
pressive policy of Mr. Grenville's administration. The 
letter, however, makes no reference to political or other 
business. It contains only ten or twelve lines, begin- 
ning, " My dear child," and conveying an impression 
of long and venerable matrimony which has lost all its 
romance, but retained a familiar and quiet tenderness. 
He speaks of making a little excursion into the coun- 
try for his health ; mentions a larger letter, despatched 
by another vessel ; alludes with homely affability to 
" Mrs. Stevenson," " Sally," and " our dear Polly " ; 
desires to be remembered to " all inquiring friends " ; 
and signs himself, " Your ever loving husband." In 
this conjugal epistle, brief and unimportant as it is, 
there are the elements that summon up the past, and 



A BOOK OF AUTOORAPStS. 06 

enable us to create anew the man, his connections and 
circumstances. We can see the sage in his London 
lodgings, — with his wig cast aside, and replaced by a 
velvet cap, — penning this very letter ; and then can 
step across the Atlantic, and behold its reception by 
the elderly, but still comely. Madam Franklin, who 
breaks the seal and begins to read, first remembering 
to put on her spectacles. The seal, by the way, is a 
pompous one of armorial bearings, rather symbolical 
of the dignity of the Colonial Agent, and Postmaster 
General of America, than of the humble origin of the 
Philadelphia printer. The writing is in the free, quick 
style of a man with great practice of the pen, and is 
particularly agreeable to the reader. 

Another letter from the same famous hand is ad- 
dressed to General Palmer, and dated, " Passy, Octo- 
ber 27, 1779." By an indorsement on the outside it 
appears to have been transmitted to the United States 
through the medium of Lafayette. Franklin was now 
the ambassador of his country at the Court of Ver- 
sailles, enjoying an immense celebrity, caressed by the 
French ladies, and idolized alike by the fashionable 
and the learned, who saw something sublime and phil- 
osophic even in his blue yarn stockings. Still, as be- 
fore, he writes with the homeliness and simplicity that 
cause a human face to look forth from the old, yellow 
sheet of paper, and in words that make our ears re- 
echo, as with the sound of his long-extinct utterance. 
Yet this brief epistle, like the former, has so little of 
tangible matter that we are ashamed to copy it. 

Neirt, we come to the fragment of a letter by Sam- 
uel Adams ; an autograph more utterly devoid of orna- 
ment or flourish than any other in the collection. It 
would not have been characteristic, had his pen traced 
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80 much as a hair-line in tribute to grace, beauty, or 
the elaborateness of manner ; for this earnest-hearted 
man had been produced out of the past elements of his 
native land, a real Puritan, with the religion of his 
forefathers, and likewise with their principles of gov- 
ernment, taking the aspect of Revolutionary politics. 
At heart, Samuel Adams was never so much a citizen 
of the United States as he was a New-Englander, and 
a son of the old Bay Province. The following passage 
has much of the man in it : "I heartily congratulate 
you," he writes from Philadelphia, after the British 
have left Boston, " upon the sudden and important 
change in our affairs, in the removal of the barba- 
rians from the capital. We owe our grateful acknowl- 
edgments to Him who is, as he is frequently styled in 
Sacred Writ, ' The Lord of Hosts.' We have not yet 
been informed with certainty what course the enemy 
have steered. I hope we shall be on our guard against 
future attempts. Will not care be taken to fortify the 
harbor, and thereby prevent the entrance of ships-of- 
war hereafter ? " 

From Hancock, we have only the envelope of a doc- 
ument " on public service," directed to " The Hon. the 
Assembly, or Council of Safety of New Hampshire," 
and with the autograph affixed, that stands out so 
prominently in the Declaration of Independence. As 
seen in the engraving of that instrument, the signature 
looks precisely what we should expect and desire in 
the handwriting of a princely merchant, whose pen- 
manship had been practised in the ledger which he is 
represented as holding, in Copley's brilliant picture, 
but to whom his native ability, and the circumstances 
and customs of his country, had given a place among 
its rulers. But, on the coarse and dingy paper before 
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lis, the effect is very much inferior ; the direction, all 
except the signature, is a scrawl, large and heavy, but 
not forcible ; and even the name itseK, while almost 
identical in its strokes with that of the Declaration, 
has a strangely different and more vulgar aspect. 
Perhaps it is all right, and typical of the truth. If 
we may trust tradition, and unpublished letters, and a 
few witnesses in point, there was quite as much differ- 
ence between the actual man and his historical aspect, 
as between the manuscript signature and the engraved 
one. One of his associates, both in political life and 
permanent renown, is said to have characterized him 
as a " man without a head or heart." We, of an after 
generation, shpuld hardly be entitled, on whatever evi- 
dence, to assume such ungracious liberty with a name 
that has occupied a lofty position until it has grown 
almost sacred, and which is associated with memories 
more sacred than itself, and has thus become a valu- 
able reality to our countrymen, by the aged reverence 
that clusters round about it. Nevertheless, it may be 
no impiety to regard Hancock not precisely as a real 
personage, but as a majestic figure, useful and neces- 
sary in its way, but producing its effect far more by 
an ornamental outside than by any intrinsic force or 
virtue. The page of all history would be half unpeo- 
pled if all such characters were banished from it. 

From General Warren we have a letter dated Jan- 
uary 14, 1775, only a few months before he attested 
the sincerity of his patriotism, in his own blood, on 
Bunker Hill. His handwriting has many ungraceful 
flourishes. All the small d's spout upward in para- 
bolic curves, and descend at a considerable distance. 
His pen seems to have had nothing but hair-lines in 

it ; and the whole letter, though perfectly legible, has 
VOL. xn. 7 
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a look of thin and unpleasant irregularity. The sub- 
ject is a plan for securing to the colonial party the 
services of Colonel Gridley the engineer, by an appeal 
to his private interests. Though writing to General 
Palmer, an intimate friend, Warren signs himself, 
most ceremoniously, " Your obedient servant." In- 
deed, these stately formulas in winding up a letter 
were scarcely laid aside, whatever might be the famili- 
arity of intercourse : husband and wife were occasion- 
ally, on paper at least, the " obedient servants " of one 
another ; and not improbably, among well-bred peo- 
ple, there was a corresponding ceremonial of bows and 
courtesies, even in the deepest interior of domestic life. 
With all the reality that filled men's hearts, and which 
has stamped its impress on so many of these letters, 
it was a far more formal age than the present. 

It may be remarked that Warren was almost the 
only man eminently distinguished in the intellectual 
phase of the Revolution, previous to the breaking out 
of the war, who actually uplifted his arm to do battle. 
The legislative patriots were a distinct class from the 
patriots of the camp, and never laid aside the gown 
for the sword. It was very different in the great civil 
war of England, where the leading minds of the age, 
when argument had done its office, or left it undone, 
put on their steel breast-plates and appeared as lead- 
ers in the field. Educated yoimg men, members of 
the old colonial families, — gentlemen, as John Adams 
terms them, — seem not to have sought employment 
in the Revolutionary army, in such numbers as might 
have been expected. Respectable as the officers gen- 
erally were, and great as were the abilities sometimes 
elicited, the intellect and cultivation of the country 
was inadequately represented in them, as a body. 
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Turning another page, we find the frank of a letter 
from Henry Laurens, President of Congress, — him 
whose destiny it was, like so many noble men of old, to 
pass beneath the Traitor's Gate of the Tower of Lon- 
don, — him whose chivalrous son sacrificed as brilliant 
a future as any young American could have looked 
forward to, in an obscure skirmish. Likewise, we 
have the address of a letter to Messrs. Leroy and Bay- 
ard, in the handwriting of Jefferson ; too slender a 
material to serve as a talisman for summoning up the 
writer ; a most unsatisfactory fragment, affecting us 
like a glimpse of the retreating form of the sage of 
Monticello, turning the distant comer of a street. 
There is a scrap from Robert Morris, the financier ; 
a letter or two from Judge Jay ; and one from General 
Lincoln, written, apparently, on the gallop, but without 
any of those characteristic sparks that sometimes fly 
out in a hurry, when all the leisure in the world would 
fail to elicit them. Lincoln was the type of a New 
England soldier ; a man of fair abilities, not especially 
of a warlike cast, without much chivalry, but faith- 
ful and bold, and carrying a kind of decency and re- 
straint into the wild and ruthless business of arms. 

From good old Baron Steuben, we find not a manu- 
script essay on the method of arranging a battle, but 
a commercial draft, in a small, neat hand, as plain as 
print, elegant without flourish, except a very compli- 
cated one on the signature. On the whole, the speci- 
men is sufficiently characteristic, as well of the Baron's 
soldierlike and German simplicity, as of the polish of 
the Great Frederick's aid -de -camp, a man of courts 
and of the world. How singular and picturesque an 
effect is produced, in the array of our Revolutionary 
army, by the intermingling of these titled personages 
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from the Continent of Europe, with feudal associations 
clinging about them, — Steuben, De Kalb, Pulaski, 
Lafayette ! — the German veteran, who had written 
from one famous battle-field to another for thirty 
years; and the yoimg French noble, who had come 
hither, though yet unconscious of his high office, to 
light the torch that should set fire to the antiquated 
trumpery of his native institutions. Among these au- 
tographs, there is one from Lafayette, written long 
after our Revolution, but while that of his own coun- 
try was in full progress. The note is merely as fol- 
lows : " Enclosed you wiU find, my dear Sir, two 
tickets for the sittings of this day. One part of the 
debate wiU be on the Honors of the Pantheon, agree- 
ably to what has been decreed by the Constitutional 
Assembly." 

It is a pleasant and comfortable thought, that we 
have no such classic folly as is here indicated, to lay 
to the charge of our Revolutionary fathers. Both in 
their acts, and in the drapery of those acts, they were 
true to their several and simple selves, and thus left 
nothing behind them for a fastidious taste to sneer at. 
But it must be considered that our Revolution did not, 
like that of France, go so deep as to disturb the com- 
mon-sense of the country. 

General Schuyler writes a letter, under date of Feb- 
ruary 22, 1780, relating not to military affairs, from 
which the prejudices of his countrymen had almost 
disconnected him,* but to the Salt Springs of Onon- 
daga. The expression is peculiarly direct, and the 
hand that of a man of business, free and flowing. The 
uncertainty, the vague, hearsay evidence respecting 
these springs, then gushing into dim daylight beneath 
the shadow of a remote wilderness, is such as might 
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now be quoted in reference to the quality of the water 
that supplies the fountains of the NUe. The following 
sentence shows us an Indian woman and her son, prac- 
tising their simple process in the manufacture of salt, 
at a fire of wind-strewn boughs, the flame of which 
gleams duskily through the arches of the forest : 
" From a variety of information, I find the smallest 
quantity made by a squaw, with the assistance of one 
boy, with a kettle of about ten gallons' capacity, is 
half a bushel per day ; the greatest, with the same ket- 
tle, about two bushels." It is particularly interesting 
to find out anything as to the embryo, yet stationary 
arts of life among the red people, their manufactures, 
their agriculture, their domestic labors. It is partly 
the lack of this knowledge — the possession of which 
would establish a ground of sympathy on the part of 
civilized men — that makes the Indian race so shadow- 
like and unreal to our conception. 

We could not select a greater contrast to the up- 
right and unselfish patriot whom we have just spoken 
of, than the traitor Arnold, from whom there is a 
brief note, dated, " Crown Point, January 19, 1775," 
addressed to an officer under his command. The three 
lines of which it consists can prove bad spelling, erro- 
neous grammar, and misplaced and superfluous pimc- 
tuation ; but, with all this complication of iniquity, 
the ruffian General contrives to express his meaning 
as briefly and clearly as if the rules of correct compo- 
sition had been ever so scrupulously observed. This 
autograph, impressed with the foulest name in our his- 
tory, has somewhat of the interest that would attach 
to a document on which a fiend-devoted wretch had 
signed away his salvation. But there was not sub- 
stance enough in the man — a mere cross between the 
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bull-dog and the fox — to justify much feeling of any 
sort about him personally. The interest, such as it 
is, attaches but little to the man, and far more to the 
circumstances amid which he acted, rendering the vil- 
lany almost sublime, which, exercised in petty affairs, 
would only have been vulgar. 

We turn another leaf, and find a memorial of Ham- 
ilton. It is but a letter of introduction, addressed to 
Governor Jay in favor of Mr. Davies, of Kentucky ; 
but it gives an impression of high breeding and cour- 
tesy, as little to be mistaken as if we could see the 
writer's manner and hear his cultivated accents, while 
personally making one gentleman known to another. 
There is likewise a rare vigor of expression and preg- 
nancy of meaning, such as only a man of habitual en- 
ergy of thought could have conveyed into so common- 
place a thing as an introductory letter. This auto- 
graph is a graceful one, with an easy and picturesque 
flourish beneath the signature, symbolical of a cour- 
teous bow at the conclusion of the social ceremony so 
admirably performed. Hamilton might well be the 
leader and idol of the Federalists ; for he was preemi- 
nent in all the high qualities that characterized the 
great men of that party, and which should make even 
a Democrat feel proud that his country had produced 
such a noble old band of aristocrats ; and he shared all 
the distrust of the people, which so inevitably and so 
righteously brought about their ruin. With his auto- 
graph we associate that of another Federalist, his 
fiiend in life ; a man far narrower than Hamilton, but 
endowed with a native vigor, that caused many parti- 
sans to grapple to him for support ; upright, sternly in- 
flexible, and of a simplicity of manner that might have 
befitted the sturdiest republican among us. In our 
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boyhood we used to see a thin, severe figure of an an- 
cient man, time-worn, but apparently indestructible, 
moving with a step of vigorous decay along the street, 
and knew him as " Old Tim Pickering." 

Side by side, too, with the autograph of Hamilton, 
we would place one from the hand that shed his blood. 
It is a few lines of Aaron Burr, written in 1823 ; 
when all his ambitious schemes, whatever they once 
were, had been so long shattered that even the frag- 
ments had crumbled away, leaving him to exert his 
withered energies on petty law cases, to one of which 
the present note refers. The hand is a little tremulous 
with age, yet small and fastidiously elegant, as became 
a man who was in the habit of writing billet-doux on 
scented note-paper, as well as documents of war and 
state. This is to us a deeply interesting autograph. 
Remembering what has been said of the power of 
Burr's personal influence, his art to tempt men, his 
might to subdue them, and the fascination that ena- 
bled him, though cold at heart, to win the love of 
woman, we gaze at this production of his pen as into 
his own inscrutable eyes, seeking for the mystery of 
his nature. How singular that a character imperfect, 
ruined, blasted, as this man's was, excites a stronger 
interest than if it had reached the highest earthly per- 
fection of which its original elements would admit! 
It is by the diabolical part of Burr's character that he 
produces his effect on the imagination. Had he been 
a better man, we doubt, after aU, whether the present 
age would not already have suffered him to wax dusty, 
and fade out of sight, among the mere respectable me- 
diocrities of his own epoch. But, certainly, he was a 
strange, wild off-shoot to have sprung from the united 
stock of those two singular Christians, President Burr 
of Princeton College, and Jonathan Edwards ! 
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Omitting many, we have come almost to the end of 
these memorials of historical men. We observe one 
other autograph of a distinguished soldier of the Rev- 
olution, Henry Knox, but written in 1791, when he 
\j^as Secretary of War. In its physical aspect, it is 
well worthy to be a soldier's letter. The hand is large, 
round, and legible at a glance ; the lines far apart, 
and accurately equidistant ; and the whole affair looks 
not unlike a company of regular troops in marching 
order. The signature has a point-like firmness and 
simplicity. It is a curious observation, sustained by 
these autographs, though we know not how generally 
correct, that Southern gentlemen are more addicted to 
a flourish of the pen beneath their names, than those 
of the North. 

And now we come to the men of a later generation, 
whose active life reaches almost within the verge of 
present affairs ; people of dignity, no doubt, but whose 
characters have not acquired, either from time or cir- 
cumstances, the interest that can make their auto- 
graphs valuable to any but the collector. Those whom 
we have hitherto noticed were the men of an heroic 
age. They are departed, and now so utterly departed, 
as not even to touch upon the passing generation 
through the medium of persons still in life, who can 
claim to have known them familiarly. Their letters, 
therefore, come to us like material things out of the 
hands of mighty shadows, long historical, and tradi- 
tionary, and fit companions for the sages and warriors 
of a thousand years ago. In spite of the proverb, it is 
not in a single day, or in a very few years, that a man 
can be reckoned " as dead as Julius Caesar." We feel 
little interest in scraps from the pens of old gentle- 
men, ambasadors, governors, senators, heads of de- 
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partments, even presidents though they were, who 
lived lives of praiseworthy respectability, and whose 
powdered heads and black knee-breeches have but just 
vanished out of the drawing-room. Still less do we 
value the blotted paper of those whose reputations are 
dusty, not with oblivious time, but with present polit- 
ical turmoil and newspaper vogue. Really great men, 
however, seem, as to their effect on the imagination, 
to take their place amongst past worthies, even while 
walking in the very sunshine that illuminates the au- 
tumnal day in which we write. We look, not without 
curiosity, at the small, neat hand of Henry Clay, who, 
as he remarks with his habitual deference to the wishes 
of the fair, responds to a yoimg lady's request for his 
seal ; and we dwell longer over the tom-off conclusion 
of a note from Mr. Calhoun, whose words are strangely 
dashed off without letters, and whose name, were it 
less illustrious, would be unrecognizable in his own 
autograph. But of all hands that can still grasp a 
pen, we know not the one, belonging to a soldier or a 
statesman, which could interest us more than the hand 
that wrote the following : " Sir, your note of the 6th 
inst. is received. I hasten to answer that there was 
no man ' in the station of colonel, by the name of J. 
T. Smith,' under my command, at the battle of New 
Orleans ; and am, respectfully, 

"Yours, Andrew Jackson. 

Oct. 19M, 1833." 

The old general, we suspect, has been insnared by 
a pardonable little stratagem on the part of the au- 
tograph collector. The battle of New Orleans would 
hardly have been won, without better aid than this 
problematical Colonel J. T. Smith. 
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Intermixed with and appended to these historical 
autographs, there are a few literary ones. Timothy 
Dwight — the " old Timotheus " who sang the Con- 
quest of Canaan, instead of choosing a more popular 
subject, in the British Conquest of Canada — is of 
eldest date. Colonel Trumbull, whose hand, at vari- 
ous epochs of his life, was familiar with sword, pen, 
and pencil, contributes two letters, which lack the 
picturesqueness of execution that should distinguish 
the chirography of an artist. The value of Trumbull's 
pictures is of the same nature with that of daguerreo- 
types, depending not upon the ideal but the actuaL 
The beautiful signature of Washington Irving appears 
as the indorsement of a draft, dated in 1814, when, if 
we may take this document as evidence, his individu- 
ality seems to have been merged into the firm of " P. 
E. Irving & Co." Never was anything less mercan- 
tile than this autograph, though as legible as the writ- 
ing of a bank-clerk. Without apparently aiming at 
artistic beauty, it has all the " Sketch Book " in it. 
We find the signature and seal of Pierpont, the latter 
stamped with the poet's almost living countenance. 
What a pleasant device for a seal is one's own face, 
which he may thus multiply at pleasure, and send 
letters to his friends, — the Head without, and the 
Heart within! There are a few lines in the school- 
girl hand of Margaret Davidson, at nine years old ; 
and a scrap of a letter from Washington AUston, a 
gentle and delicate autograph, in which we catch a 
glimpse of thanks to his correspondent for the loan 
of a volume of poetry. Nothing remains, save a let- 
ter from Noah Webster, whose early toils were mani- 
fested in a spelling-book, and those of his later age 
in a ponderous dictionary. Under date of February 
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10, 1843, he writes in a sturdy, awkward hand, very 
fit for a lexicographer, an epistle of old man's remi- 
niscences, from which we extract the following anec- 
dote of Washington, presenting the patriot in a fes- 
tive light : — 

" When I was travelling to the South, in the year 
1785, I called on General Washington at Mount Ver- 
non» At dinner, the last course of dishes was a species 
of pancakes, which were handed round to each guest, 
accompanied with a bowl of sugar and another of mo- 
lasses for seasoning them, that each guest might suit 
himself. When the dish came to me, I pushed by me 
the bowl of molasses, observing to the gentlemen pres- 
ent, that I had enough of that in my own country. 
The General burst out with a loud laugh^ a thing very 
unusual with him. ' Ah,' said he, ' there is nothing in 
that story about your eating molasses in New Eng- 
land.' There was a gentleman from Maryland at the 
table ; and the General immediately told a story, 
stating that, during the Revolution, a hogshead of 
molasses was stove in, in West Chester, by the over- 
setting of a wagon ; and a body of Maryland troops 
being near, the soldiers ran hastily, and saved all 
they could by filling their hats or caps with molasses." 

There are said to be temperaments endowed with 
sympathies so exquisite, that, by merely handling an 
autograph, they can detect the writer's character with 
unerring accuracy, and read his inmost heart as easily 
as a less-gifted eye would peruse the written page. 
Our faith in this power, be it a spiritual one, or only 
a refinement of the physical nature, is not unlimited, 
in spite of evidence. God has imparted to the human 
soul a marvellous strength in guarding its secrets, and 
he keeps at least the deepest and most inward record 
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for his own perusal. But if there be such sympathies 
as we have alluded to, in how many instances would 
History be put to the blush by a volume of autograph 
letters, like this which we now close 1 



AN OLD WOMAN'S TALE. 

In the house where I was bom, there used to be an 
old woman crouching all day long over the kitchen fire, 
with her elbows on her knees and her feet in the ashes. 
Once in a while she took a turn at the spit, and she 
never lacked a coarse gray stocking in her lap, the foot 
about half finished; it tapered away with her own 
waning life, and she knit the toe-stitch on the day of 
her death. She made it her serious business and sole 
amusement to teU me stories at any time from morning 
till night, in a mumbling, toothless voice, as I sat on a 
log of wood, grasping her check-apron in both my 
hands. Her personal memory included the better part 
of a hundred years, and she had strangely jumbled her 
own experience and observation with those of many old 
people who died in her young days ; so that she might 
have been taken for a contemporary of Queen Elizsr 
beth, or of John Rogers in the Primer. There are a 
thousand of her traditions lurking in the comers and 
by -places of my mind, some more marvellous than 
what is to follow, some less so, and a few not marvel- 
lous in the least, all of which I should like to repeat, 
if I were as happy as she in having a listener. But I 
am humble enough to own, that I do not deserve a 
listener half so well as that old toothless woman, whose 
narratives possessed an excellence attributable neither 
to herself, nor to any single individual. Her groimd- 
plots, seldom within the widest scope of probability, 
were filled up with homely and natural incidents, the 
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gradual accretions of a long course of years, and fic- 
tion hid its grotesque extravagance in this garb of 
truth, like the Devil (an appropriate simile, for the old 
woman supplies it) disguising himself, cloven-foot and 
all, in mortal attire. These tales generally referred 
to her birthplace, a village in the valley of the Con- 
necticut, the aspect of which she impressed with great 
vividness on my fancy. The houses in that tract of 
country, long a wild and dangerous frontier, were ren- 
dered defensible by a strength of architecture that has 
preserved many of them till our own times, and I can- 
not describe the sort of pleasure with which, two sum- 
mers since, I rode through the little town in question, 
while one object after another rose familiarly to my 
eye, like successive portions of a dream becoming real- 
ized. Among other things equally probable, she was 
wont to assert that all the inhabitants of this village 
(at certain intervals, but whether of twenty -five or 
fifty years, or a whole century, remained a disputable 
point) were subject to a simultaneous slumber, contin- 
uing one hour's space. When that mysterious time ar- 
rived, the parson snored over his half-written sermon, 
though it were Saturday night and no provision made 
for the morrow, — the mother's eyelids closed as she 
bent over her infant, and no childish cry awakened, — 
the watcher at the bed of mortal sickness slumbered 
upon the death - pillow, — and the dying man antici- 
pated his sleep of ages by one as deep and dreamless. 
To speak emphatically, there was a soporific influence 
throughout the village, stronger than if every mother's 
son and daughter were reading a dull story ; notwith- 
standing which the old woman professed to hold the 
substance of the ensuing account from one of those 
principally concerned in it. 
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One moonlight summer evening, a young man and 
a girl sat down together in the open air. They were 
distant relatives, sprung from a stock once wealthy, 
but of late years so poverty-stricken, that David had 
not a penny to pay the marriage fee, if Esther should 
consent to wed. The seat they had chosen was in an 
open grove of elm and walnut-trees, at a right angle 
of the road ; a spring of diamond water just bubbled 
into the moonlight beside them, and then whimpered 
away through the bushes and long grass, in search of 
a neighboring mill-stream. The nearest house (situate 
within twenty yards of them, and the residence of their 
great-grandfather in his lifetime) was a venerable old 
edifice, crowned with many high and narrow peaks, 
all overrun by innumerable creeping plants, which 
hung curling about the roof like a nice young wig on 
an elderly gentleman's head. Opposite to this estab- 
lishment was a tavern, with a well and horse - trough 
before it, and a low green bank running along the left 
side of the door. Thence, the road went onward, 
curving scarce perceptibly, through the village, di- 
vided in the midst by a narrow lane of verdure, and 
bounded on each side by a grassy strip of twice its 
own breadth. The houses had generally an odd look. 
Here, the moonlight tried to get a glimpse of one, a 
rough old heap of ponderous timber, which, ashamed 
of its dilapidated aspect, was hiding behind a great 
thick tree ; the lower story of the next had sunk al- 
most under ground, as if the poor little house were 
a-weary of the world, and retiring into the seclusion 
of its own cellar ; farther on stood one of the few re- 
cent structures, thrusting its painted face conspicu- 
ously into the street, with an evident idea that it was 
the fairest thing there. About midway in the village 
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was a grist - mill, partly concealed by the descent of 
the ground towards the stream which turned its wheel. 
At the southern extremity, just so far distant that the 
window-panes dazzled into each other, rose the meet- 
ing-house, a dingy old bamlike building, with an enoi> 
mously disproportioned steeple sticking up straight 
into heaven, as high as the Tower of Babel, and the 
cause of nearly as much confusion in its day. This 
steeple, it must be imderstood, was an afterthought, 
and its addition to the main edifice, when the latter 
had already begim to decay, had excited a vehement 
quarrel, and almost a schism in the church, some fifty 
years before. Here the road wound down a hill, and 
was seen no more, the remotest object in view being 
the graveyard gate, beyond the meeting-house. The 
youthful pair sat hand in hand beneath the trees, and 
for several moments they had not spoken, because the 
breeze was hushed, the brook scarce tinkled, the leaves 
had ceased their rustling, and everything lay motion- 
less and silent as if Nature were composing herself to 
slumber. 

" What a beautiful night it is, Esther ! " remarked 
David, somewhat drowsily. 

"Very beautiful," answered the girl, in the same 
tone. 

" But how still ! " continued David. 

" Ah, too stiQ ! " said Esther, with a faint shudder, 
like a modest leaf when the wind kisses it. 

Perhaps they fell asleep together, and, united as 
their spirits were by close and tender sympathies, the 
same strange dream might have wrapped them in its 
shadowy arms. But they conceived, at the time, that 
they still remained wakeful by the spring of bubbling 
water, looking down through the village, and all along 
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the moon-Kghted road, and at the queer old houses, 
and at the^ trees, which thrust their great twisted 
branches ahnost into the windows. There was only a 
sort of mistiness over their minds like the smoky air of 
an early autumn night. At length, without any vivid 
astonishment, they became conscious that a great many 
people were either entering the village or already in 
the street, but whether they came from the meeting- 
house, or from a little beyond it, or where the devil 
they came from, was more than could be determined. 
Certainly a crowd of people seemed to be there, men, 
women, and children, all of whom were yawning and 
rubbing their eyes, stretching their limbs, and stagger- 
ing from side to side of the road, as i£ but partially 
awakened from a sound slumber. Sometimes they 
stood stock-still, with their hands over their brows to 
shade their sight from the moonbeams. As they drew 
near, most of their countenances appeared familiar to 
Esther and David, possessing the peculiar features of 
families in the village, and that general air and aspect 
by which a person would recognize his own townsmen 
in the remotest ends of the earth. But though the 
whole multitude might have been taken, in the mass, 
for neighbors and acquaintances, there was not a single 
individual whose exact likeness they had ever before 
seen. It was a noticeable circumstance, also, that the 
newest fashioned garment on the backs of these people 
might have been worn by the great-grandparents of 
the existing generation. There was one figure behind 
all the rest, and not yet near enough to be perfectly 
distinguished. 

" Where on earth, David, do all these odd people 
come from ? " said Esther, with a lazy inclination to 

laugh. 
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"Nowhere on earth, Esther," replied David, un- 
knowing why he said so. 

As they spoke, the strangers showed some symptoms 
of disquietude, and looked towards the fountain for an 
instant, but immediately appeared to assume their own 
trains of thought and previous purposes. They now 
separated to different parts of the village,with a readi- 
ness that implied intimate local knowledge, and it may 
be worthy of remark, that, though they were evidently 
loquacious among themselves, neither their footsteps 
nor their voices reached the ears of the beholders. 
Wherever there was a venerable old house, of fifty 
years' standing and upwards, surrounded by its elm or 
walnut-trees, with its dark and weather-beaten bam, 
its well, its orchard and stone-walls, all ancient and all 
in good repair around it, there a little group of these 
people assembled. Such parties were mostly composed 
of an aged man and woman, with the younger mem- 
bers of a family ; their faces were full of joy, so deep 
that it assumed the shade of melancholy ; they pointed 
to each other the minutest objects about the home- 
steads, things in their hearts, and were now compar- 
ing them with the originals. But where hollow places 
by the wayside, grass -grown, and uneven, with im- 
sightly chimneys rising ruinous in the midst, gave 
indications of a fallen dwelling and of hearths long 
cold, there did a few of the strangers sit them down 
on the mouldering beams, and on the yellow moss that 
had overspread the door-stone. The men folded their 
arms, sad and speechless ; the women wrung their hands 
with a more vivid expression of grief ; and the little 
children tottered to their knees, shrinking away from 
the open grave of domestic love. And wherever a re- 
cent edifice reared its white and flashy front on the 
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foundation of an old one, there a gray-haired man 
might be seen to shake his staff in anger at it, while 
his aged dame and their offspring appeared to join 
in their maledictions, forming a fearful picture in the 
ghostly moonlight. While these scenes were passing, 
the one figure in the rear of all the rest was descend- 
ing the hollow towards the mill, and the eyes of David 
and Esther were drawn thence to a pair with whom 
they could fully sympathize. It was a youth in a 
sailor's dress and a pale slender maiden, who met each 
other with a sweet embrace in the middle of the street. 

" How long it must be since they parted," observed 
David. 

"Fifty years at least," said Esther. 

They continued to gaze with wondering calmness 
and quiet interest, as the dream (if such it were) un- 
rolled its quaint and motley semblance before them, 
and their notice was now attracted by several little 
knots of people apparently engaged in conversation. 
Of these one of the earliest collected and most charac- 
teristic was near the tavern, the persons who composed 
it being seated on the low green bank along the left 
side of the door. A conspicuous figure here was a fine 
corpulent old fellow in his shirt-sleeves and flamcKJol- 
ored breeches, and with a stained white apron over his 
paunch, beneath which he held his hands, and where- 
with at times he wiped his ruddy face. The stately 
decrepitude of one of his companions, the scar of an 
Indian tomahawk on his crown, and especially his worn 
buff-coat, were appropriate marks of a veteran belong- 
ing to an old Provincial garrison, now deaf to the roU- 
caU. Another showed his rough face imder a tarry 
hat and wore a pair of wide trousers, like an ancient 
mariner who had tossed away his youth upon the sea, 
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and was returned, hoary and weather-beaten, to his 
inland home. There was also a thin young man, care- 
lessly dressed, who ever and anon cast a sad look to- 
wards the pale maiden above mentioned. With these 
there sat a hunter, and one or two others, and they 
were soon joined by a miller, who came upward from 
the dusty mill, his coat as white as if besprinkled with 
powdered starlight. All these (by the aid of jests, 
which might indeed be old, but had not been recently 
repeated) waxed very merry, and it was rather strange, 
that just as their sides shook with the heartiest laugh- 
ter, they appeared greatly like a group of shadows 
flickering in the moonshine. Four personages, very 
different from these, stood in front of the large house 
with its periwig of creeping plants. One was a little 
elderly figure, distinguished by the gold on his three- 
cornered hat and sky-blue coat, and by the seal of 
arms annexed to his great gold watch-chain ; his air and 
aspect befitted a Justice of Peace and County Major, 
and all earth's pride and pomposity were squeezed 
into this small gentleman of five feet high. The next 
in importance was a grave person of sixty or seventy 
years, whose black suit and band sufficiently indicated 
his character, and the polished baldness of whose head 
was worthy of a famous preacher in the village, half a 
century before, who had made wigs a subject of pul- 
pit denimciation. The two other figures, both clad in 
dark gray, showed the sobriety of Deacons ; one was 
ridiculously tall and thin, like a man of ordinary bulk 
infinitely produced, as the mathematicians say; while 
the brevity and thickness of his colleague seemed a 
compression of the same man. These four talked with 
great earnestness, and their gestures intimated that 
they had revived the ancient dispute about the meet- 
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ing-house steeple. The grave person in black spoke 
with composed solemnity, as if he were addressing a 
Synod ; the short deacon grunted out occasional sen- 
tences, as brief as himself ; his tall brother drew the 
long thread of his argument through the whole dis- 
cussion, and (reasoning from analogy) his voice must 
indubitably have been small and squeaking. But the 
little old man in gold-lace was evidently scorched by 
his own red-hot eloquence; he bounced from one to 
another, shook his cane at the steeple, at the two dea- 
cons, and almost in the parson's face, stamping with 
his foot fiercely enough to break a hole through the 
very earth; though, indeed, it could not exactly be 
said that the green grass bent beneath him. The fig- 
ure, noticed as coming behind all the rest, had now 
surmounted the ascent from the mill, and proved to 
be an elderly lady with something in her hand. 

"Why does she walk so slow ? " asked David. 

" Don't you see she is lame ? " said Esther. 

This gentlewoman, whose infirmity had kept her so 
far in the rear of the crowd, now came hobbling on, 
glided unobserved by the polemic group, and paused 
on the left brink of the fountain, within a few feet of 
the two spectators. She was a magnificent old dame, 
as ever mortal eye beheld. Her spangled shoes and 
gold -clocked stockings shone gloriously within the 
spacious circle of a red hoop-petticoat, which swelled 
to the very point of explosion, and was bedecked all 
over with embroidery a little tarnished. Above the 
petticoat, and parting in front so as to display it to 
the best advantage, was a figured blue damask gown. 
A wide and stiff ruff encircled her neck, a cap of the 
finest muslin, though rather dingy, covered her head, 
and her nose was bestridden by a pair of gold-bowed 



118 TALES AND SKETCHES. 

spectacles with enormous glasses. But the old lady's 
face was pinched, sharp, and sallow, wearing a nig- 
gardly and avaricious expression, and forming an odd 
contrast to the splendor of her attire, as did likewise 
the implement which she held in her hand. It was a 
sort of iron shovel (by housewives termed a " slice "), 
such as is used in clearing the oven, and with this, 
selecting a spot between a walnut-tree and the foun- 
tain, the good dame made an earnest attempt to dig. 
The tender sods, however, possessed a strange impen- 
etrability. They resisted her efforts like a quarry of 
living granite, and, losing her breath, she cast down 
the shovel and seemed to bemoan herself most pit- 
eously, gnashing her teeth (what few she had) and 
wringing her thin yellow hands. Then, apparently 
with new hope, she resumed her toil, which still had 
the same result, — a circumstance the less surprising 
to David and Esther, because at times they would 
catch the moonlight shining through the old woman, 
and dancing in the f oimtain beyond. The little man 
in gold-lace now happened to see her, and made his 
approach on tiptoe. 

" How hard this elderly lady works I " remarked 
David. 

" Go and help her, David," said Esther, compas- 
sionately. 

As their drowsy voices spoke, both the old woman 
and the pompous little figure behind her lifted their 
eyes, and for a moment they regarded the youth and 
damsel with something like kindness and affection ; 
which, however, were dim and uncertain, and passed 
away almost immediately. The old woman again be- 
took herself to the shovel, but was startled by a hand 
suddenly laid upon her shoulder ; she turned round in 
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great trepidation, and beheld the dignitary in the blue 
coat ; then followed an embrace of such closeness as 
would indicate no remoter connection than matrimony 
between these two decorous persons. The gentleman 
next pointed to the shovel, appearing to inquire the 
purpose of his lady's occupation ; while she as evi- 
dently parried his interrogatories, maintaining a de- 
mure and sanctified visage as every good woman ought, 
in similar cases. Howbeit, she could not forbear look- 
ing askew, behind her spectacles, towards the spot of 
stubborn turf. All the while, their figures had a 
strangeness in them, and it seemed as if some cun- 
ning jeweller had made their golden ornaments of the 
yellowest of the setting sunbeams, and that the blue 
of their garments was brought from the dark sky near 
the moon, and that the gentleman's silk waistcoat was 
the bright side of a fiery cloud, and the lady's scarlet 
petticoat a remnant of the blush of morning, — and 
that they both were two unrealities of colored air. 
But now there was a sudden movement throughout the 
multitude. The Squire drew forth a watch as large 
as the dial on the famous steeple, looked at the warn- 
ing hands and got him gone, nor could his lady tarry ; 
the party at the tavern door took to their heels, headed 
by the fat man in the flaming breeches ; the tall deacon 
stalked away immediately, and the short deacon wad- 
dled after, making four steps to the yard ; the moth- 
ers called their children about them and set forth, 
with a gentle and sad glance behind. Like cloudy 
fantasies that hurry by a viewless impulse from the 
sky, they all were fled, and the wind rose up and fol- 
lowed them with a strange moaning down the lonely 
street. Now whither these people went is more than 
may be told ; only David and Esther seemed to see the 
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shadowy splendor of the ancient dame, as she lingered 
in the moonshine at the graveyard gate, gazing back- 
ward to the fountain. 

" O Esther ! I have had such a dream I " cried Dar 
vid, starting up, and rubbing his eyes. 

" And I such another ! " answered Esther, gaping 
till her pretty red lips formed a circle. 

" About an old woman with gold-bowed spectacles," 
continued David. 

" And a scarlet hoop-petticoat," added Esther. They 
now stared in each other's eyes, with great astonish- 
ment and some little fear. After a thoughtful mo- 
ment or two, David drew a long breath and stood up- 
right. 

"If. I live till to-morrow morning," said he, "I'll 
see what may be buried between that tree and the 
spring of water." 

" And why not to-night, David ? " ashed Esther ; 
for she was a sensible little girl, and bethought herself 
that the matter might as well be done in secrecy. 

David felt the propriety of the remark, and looked 
round for the means of following her advice. The 
moon shone brightly on something that rested against 
the side of the old house, and, on a nearer view, it 
proved to be an iron shovel, bearing a singular resem- 
blance to that which they had seen in their dreams. 
He used it with better success than the old woman, 
the soil giving way so freely to his efforts, that he had 
soon scooped a hole as large as the basin of the spring. 
Suddenly, he poked his head down to the very bottom 
of this cavity. " Oho ! — what have we here ? " cried 
David. 



TIME'S PORTRAITURE. 

BEING THE CARRIER'S ADDRESS TO THE PATRONS OF " THE SALEM 
gazette'* fob the 1st OF JAiniABT, 1838. 



ADDRESS. 



Kind Patrons : We newspaper carriers are Time's 
errand-boys; and all the year round the old gentle- 
man sends us from one of your doors to another, to let 
you know what he is talking about and what he is do- 
ing. We are a strange set of urchins ; for, punctually 
on New Year's morning, one and aU of us are seized 
with a fit of rhyme, and break forth in such hideous 
strains, that it would be no wonder if the infant Year, 
with her step upon the threshold, were frightened 
away by the discord with which we strive to welcome 
her. On these occasions, most generous patrons, you 
never fail to give us a taste of your bounty; but 
whether as a reward for our verses, or to purchase a 
respite from further infliction of them, is best known 
to your worshipful selves. Moreover, we. Time's er- 
rand-boys as aforesaid, feel it incumbent upon us, 
on the first day of every year, to present a sort of 
summary of our master's dealings with the world, 
throughout the whole of the preceding twelvemonth. 
Now it had so chanced, by a misfortune heretofore un- 
heard of, that I, your present petitioner, have been 
altogether forgotten by the Muse. Instead of being 
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able (as I naturally expected) to measure my ideas 
into six-foot lines, and tack a rhyme at each of their 
tails, I find myself, this blessed morning, the same 
simple proser that I was yesterday, and shall prob- 
ably be to-morrow. And to my further mortification, 
being a humble-minded little sinner, I feel nowise ca- 
pable of talking to your worships with the customary 
wisdom of my brethren, and giving sage opinions as 
to what Time has done right, and what he has done 
wrong, and what of riglit or wrong he means to do 
hereafter. Such being my unhappy predicament, it 
is with no small confusion of face that I make bold 
to present myself at your doors. Yet it were surely 
a pity that my non-appearance should defeat your 
boimtiful designs for the replenishing of my pockets. 
Wherefore I have bethought me, that it might not 
disjJease your worships to hear a few particulars 
about the person and habits of Father Time, with 
whom, as being one of his errand-boys, I have more 
acquaintance than most lads of my years. 

For a great many years past, there has been a wood- 
cut on the cover of the " Farmer's Almanac," pretend- 
ing to be a portrait of Father Time. It represents that 
respectable personage as almost in a state of nudity, 
with a single lock of hair on his forehead, wings on his 
shoulders, and accoutred with a scythe and an hour- 
glass. Tliese two latter symbols appear to betoken that 
the old fellow works in haying time, by the hour. But, 
within my recollection, Time has never carried a scythe 
and an hour-glass, nor worn a pair of wings, nor shown 
liimself in the half -naked condition that the almanac 
would make us believe. Nowadays, he is the most 
f asliionably dressed figiu*e about town ; and I take it 
to be his natural disposition, old as he is, to adopt 
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every fashion of the day and of the hour. Jost at the 
present period, you may meet him in a furred surtout, 
with pantaloons strapped imder his narrow-toed boots ; 
on his head, instead of a single forelock, he wears a 
smart auburn wig, with bushy whiskers of the same 
hue, the whole surmounted by a German - lustre hat. 
He has exchanged his hour-glass for a gold patent- 
lever watch, which he carries in his vest-pocket ; and 
as for his scythe, he has either thrown it aside alto- 
gether, or converted its handle into a cane not much 
stouter than a riding-switch. If you stare him full in 
the face, you will perhaps detect a few wrinkles ; but, 
on a hasty glance, you might suppose him to be in the 
very heyday of life, as fresh as he was in the garden 
of Eden. So much for the present aspect of Time ; 
but I by no means insure that the description shall 
suit him a month hence, or even at this hour to-mor- 
row. 

It is another very common mistake to suppose that 
Time wanders among old ruins, and sits on moulder- 
ing walls and moss-grown stones, meditating about 
matters which everybody else has forgotten. Some 
people, perhaps, would expect to find him at the 
burial-ground in Broad Street, poring over the half- 
illegible inscriptions on the tombs of the Higginsons, 
the Hathomes,^ the Holyokes, the Brownes, the Oli- 
vers, the Pickmans, the Pickerings, and other worthies 
with whom he kept company of old. Some would 
look for him on the ridge of Gallows Hill, where, in 
one of his darkest moods, he and Cotton Mather hung 

1 Not " Hawthorne," as one of the present representatives of the 
family has seen fit to transmogrify a good old name. However, Time 
has seldom occasion to mention the gentleman's name, so that it is no 
great matter how he spells or pronounces it. 
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the witches. But they need not seek him there. Time 
is invariably the first to forget his own deeds, his own 
history, and his own former associates. His place is 
in the busiest bustle of the world. If you would meet 
Time face to face, you have, only to promenade in 
Essex Street, between the hours of twelve and one ; 
and there, among beaux and belles, you will see old 
Father Time, apparently the gayest of the gay. He 
walks arm in arm with the young men, talking about 
balls and theatres, and afternoon rides, and midnight 
merry-makings ; he recommends such and such a fash- 
ionable tailor, and sneers at every garment of six 
months' antiquity ; and, generally, before parting, he 
invites his friends to drink champagne, — a wine in 
which Time delights, on account of its rapid efferves- 
cence. And Time treads lightly beside the fair girls, 
whispering to them (the old deceiver I ) that they are 
the sweetest angels he ever was acquainted with. He 
tells them that they have nothing to do but dance and 
sing, and twine roses in their hair, and gather a train 
of lovers, and that the world will always be like an 
illuminated ball-room. And Time goes to the Com- 
mercial News -Room, and visits the insurance - offices, 
and stands at the comer of Essex and St. Peter's 
Streets, talking with the merchants about the arrival 
of ships, the rise and fall of stocks, the price of cotton 
and breadstuffs, the prospects of the whaling-business, 
and the cod -fishery, and aU other news of the day. 
And the young gentlemen, and the pretty girls, and 
the merchants, and all others with whom he makes ac- 
quaintance, are apt to think that there is nobody like 
Time, and that Time is all in all. 

But Time is not near so good a fellow as they take 
him for. He is continually on the watch for mischief. 
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and often seizes a sly opportunity to lay his cane over 
the shoulders of some middle-aged gentleman ; and lo 
and behold ! the poor man's back is bent, his hair 
turns gray, and his face looks like a shrivelled apple. 
This is what is meant by being " time-stricken." It 
is the worst feature in Time's character that he al- 
ways inflicts the greatest injuries on his oldest friends. 
Yet, shamefully as he treats them, they evince no de- 
sire to cut his acquaintance, and can seldom bear to 
think of a final separation. 

Again, there is a very prevalent idea that Time 
loves to sit by the fireside, telling stories of the Puri- 
tans, the witch persecutors, and the heroes of the old 
French War and the Revolution ; and that he has no 
memory for anything more recent than the days of the 
first President Adams. This is another great mistake. 
Time is so eager to talk of novelties, that he never 
fails to give circulation to the most incredible rumors 
of the day, though at the hazard of being compelled to 
eat his own words to-morrow. He shows numberless 
instances of this propensity while the national elections 
are in progress. A month ago, his mouth was full of 
the wonderful Whig victories ; and to do him justice, he 
reaUy seems to have told the truth for once. Whether 
the same story will hold good another year, we must 
leave Time himself to show. He has a good deal to 
say, at the present juncture, concerning the revolution- 
ary movements in Canada ; he blusters a little about 
the northeastern boundary question ; he expresses 
great impatience at the sluggishness of our command- 
ers in the Florida War ; he gets considerably excited 
whenever the subject of abolition is brought forward, 
and so much the more, as he appears hardly to have 
made up his mind on one side or the other. When- 
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ever this happens to be the case, — as it often does,-^ 
Time works himself into such a rage, that you would 
think he were going to tear the universe to pieces ; 
but I never yet knew him to proceed, in good earnest, 
to such terrible extremities. During the last six or 
seven months, he has been seized with intolerable sul- 
kiness at the slightest mention of the currency; for 
notliing vexes Time so much as to be refused cash 
upon the nail. The above are the chief topics of gen- 
eral interest which Time is just now in the habit of 
discussing. For his more private gossip he has ru- 
mors of new matches, of old ones broken off, with now 
and then a whisper of good-natured scandal; some- 
times, too, he condescends to criticise a sermon, or a 
lyceimi lecture, or performance of the glee-club ; and, 
to be brief, catch the volatile essence of present talk 
and transitoiy opinions, and you will have Time's gos- 
sip, word for word. I may as well add, that he ex- 
presses great api)robation of Mr. Russell's vocal abil- 
ities, and means to be present from beginning to end 
of his next concert. It is not every singer that could 
hcep Time with his voice and instrument, for a whole 
evening. 

Perhaps you will inquire, " What are Time's liter- 
ary tastes ? " And here again there is a general mis- 
take. It is conceived by many, that Time spends his 
leisure hours at the Athenaeum, turning over the musty 
leaves of those large worm-eaten folios, which nobody 
else has disturbed since the death of the venerable Dr. 
OUver. So far from this being the case. Time's pro- 
f oundest studies are the new novels from Messrs. Ives 
and Jewett's Circulating Library. He skims over the 
lighter articles in the periodicals of the day, glances 
at the newspapers, and then throws them aside for- 
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ever, all except " The Salem Gazette," of which he 
preserves a file, for his amusement a century or two 
hence. 

We will now consider Time as a man of business. 
In this capacity, our citizens are in the habit of com- 
plaining, not wholly without reason, that Time is slug- 
gish and dull. You may see him occasionally at the 
end of Derby Wharf, leaning against a post, or sitting 
on the breech of an iron cannon, staring listlessly at 
an unrigged East-Indiaman. Or, if you look through 
the windows of the Union Marine Insurance Office, 
you may get a glimpse of him there, nodding over a 
newspaper, among the old weather-beaten sea-captains 
who recollect when Time was quite a different sort of 
f eUow. If you enter any of the dry-goods stores along 
Essex Street, you will be likely to find him with his 
elbows on the counter, bargaining for a yard of tape 
or a paper of pins. To catch him in his idlest mood, 
you must visit the office of some young lawyer. Still, 
however, Time does contrive to do a little business 
among us, and should not be denied the credit of it. 
During the past season, he has worked pretty dili- 
gently upon the railroad, and promises to start the 
cars by the middle of next summer. Then we may fly 
from Essex Street to State Street, and be back again 
before Time misses us. In conjunction with our 
worthy mayor (with whose ancestor, the Lord Mayor 
of London, Time was well acquainted more than two 
himdred years ago) he has laid the comer-stone of a 
new city hall, the granite front of which is already an 
ornament to Court Street. But besides these public 
affairs. Time busies himself a good deal in private. 
Just at this season of the year, he is engaged in col- 
lecting bills, and may be seen at almost any hour per- 
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egrinating from street to street, and knocking at half 
the doors in town, with a great bundle of these infer- 
nal documents. On such errands he appears in the 
likeness of an undersized, portly old gentleman, with 
gray hair, a bluff red face, and a loud tone of voice ; 
and many people mistake him for the penny-post. 

Never does a marriage take place, but Time is pres- 
ent among the wedding-guests ; for marriage is an af- 
fair in which Time takes more interest than in almost 
any other. He generally gives away the bride, and 
leads the bridegroom by the hand to the threshold of 
the bridal chamber. Although Time pretends to be 
very merry on these occasions, yet, if you watch him 
well, you may often detect a sigh. Whenever a babe 
is bom into this weary world, Time is in attendance, 
and receives the wailing infant in his arms. And the 
poor babe shudders instinctively at his embrace, and 
sets up a feeble cry. Then again, from the birth- 
chamber, he must hurry to the bedside of some old ao- 
quaintance, whose business with Time is ended forever, 
though their accounts remain to be settled at a future 
day. It is terrible, sometimes, to perceive the linger- 
ing reluctance, the shivering agony, with which the 
poor souls bid Time farewell, if they have gained no 
other friend to supply the gray deceiver's place. How 
do they cling to Time, and steal another and yet an- 
other glance at his familiar aspect! But Time, the 
hard-hearted old fellow 1 goes through such scenes 
with infinite composure, and dismisses his best friends 
from memory the moment they are out of sight. 
Others, who have not been too intimate with Time, 
as knowing him to be a dangerous character, and 
apt to ruin his associates, — these take leave of him 
with joy, and pass away with a look of triumph on 




their features. They know that, in spite of all his 
flattering promises, he could not make them happy, 
but that now they shall be so, long after Time is dead 
and buried. 

For Time is not immortal. Time must die, and be 
buried in the deep grave of eternity. And let him 
die. From the hour when he passed forth through the 
gate of Eden, till this very moment, he has gone to 
and fro about the earth, staining his hands with blood, 
committing crimes innumerable, and bringing misery 
on himself and all mankind. Sometimes he has been 
a pagan ; sometimes a persecutor. Sometimes he has 
spent centuries in darkness, where he could neither 
read nor write. These were called the Dark Ages. 
There has hardly been a single year, when he has not 
stirred up strife among the nations. Sometimes, as 
in France less than fifty years ago, he has been seized 
with fits of frenzy, and murdered thousands of inno- 
cent people at noonday. He pretends, indeed, that he 
has grown wiser and better now. Trust him who will ; 
for my part, I rejoice that Time shall not live forever. 
He hath an appointed office to perform. Let him 
do his task, and die. Fresh and young as he would 
make himself appear, he is already hoary with age ; 
and the very garments that he wears about the town 
were put on thousands of years ago, and have been 
patched and pieced to suit the present fashion. There 
is nothing new in him nor about him. Were he to die 
while I am speaking, we could not pronounce it an 
untimely death. Methinks, with his heavy heart and 
weary brain. Time should himself be glad to die. 

Meanwhile, gentle patrons, as Time has brought 

round another New Year, pray remember your poor 

petitioner. For so small a lad, you will agree that I 
VOL. xn. 9 
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talk pretty passably well, and have fairly earned what- 
ever spare specie Time has left in your pockets. Be 
kind to me ; and I have good hope that Time will be 
kind to you. After all the hard things which I have 
said about him, he is really, — that is, if you take 
him for neither more nor less than he is worth, and 
use him as not abusing him, — Time is really a very 
tolerable old fellow, and may be endured for a little 
while that we arc to keep him company. Be gener- 
ous, kind patrons, to Time's errand-boy. So may he 
bring to the merchant his ship safe from the Indies ; 
to the lawyer, a goodly number of new suits ; to the 
doctor, a crowd of patients with the dyspepsia and fat 
purses; to the farmer, a golden crop and a ready 
market ; to the mechanic, steady employment and good 
wages; to the idle gentleman some honest business; 
to the rich, kind hearts and liberal hands; to the 
poor, warm firesides and food enough, patient spirits, 
and the hope of better days ; to our country, a return 
of specie payments ; and to you, sweet maid, the youth 
who stole into your dream last night 1 And next New 
Year's Day (if I find nothing better to do in the mean 
while) may Time again bring to your doors your lov- 
ing little friend, 

The Cabbi£B. 
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"BROWNE'S FOLLY." 

The Waysibb, August 28, 1860. 

My dear Cousin : I should be very glad to write 
a story, as you request, for the benefit of the Essex 
Institute, or for any other purpose that might be 
deemed desirable by my native towns-people. But it 
is now many years since the epoch of the " Twice-Told 
Tales," and the " Mosses from an Old Manse " ; and 
my mind seems to have lost the plan and measure of 
those little narratives, in which it was once so unprof- 
itably fertile. I can write no story, therefore ; but 
(rather than be entirely wanting to the occasion) I 
will endeavor to describe a spot near Salem, on which 
it was once my purpose to locate such a dreamy fiction 
as you now demand of me. 

It is no other than that conspicuous hill (I really 
know not whether it lies in Salem, Danvers, or Bev- 
erly) which used in my younger days to be known by 
the name of " Browne's Folly." This eminence is a 
long ridge rising out of the level country around, like 
a whale's back out of a calm sea, with the head and 
tail beneath the surface. Along its base ran a green 
and seldom - trodden lane, with which I was very fa- 
miliar in my boyhood ; and there was a little brook, 
wliich I remember to have dammed up till its overflow 
made a mimic ocean. When I last looked for this 
tiny streamlet, which was still rippling freshly through 
my memory, I found it strangely shrunken ; a mere 
ditch indeed, and almost a dry one. But the green 
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lane was still there, precisely as I remembered it ; two 
wheel-tracks, and the beaten path of the horses' feet, 
and grassy strips between ; the whole overshadowed 
by tall locust-trees, and the prevalent barberry-bushes, 
which are rooted so fondly into the recollections of 
every Essex man. 

From this lane there is a steep ascent up the side of 
the hill, the ridge of which affords two views of very 
wide extent and variety. On one side is the ocean, 
and Salem and Beverly on its shores ; on the other a 
rural scene, almost perfectly level, so that each man's 
metes and bounds can be traced out as on a map. The 
beholder takes in at a glance the estates on which dif- 
ferent families have long been situated, and the houses 
where they have dwelt, and cherished their various in- 
terests, intermarrying, agreeing together, or quarrel- 
ling, going to live, annexing little bits of real estate, 
acting out their petty parts in life, and sleeping quietly 
under the sod at last. A man's individual affairs look 
not so very important, when we can climb high enough 
to get the idea of a complicated neighborhood. 

But what made the hill particularly interesting to 
me were the traces of an old and long-vanished edifice 
midway on the curving ridge, and at its highest point, 
A pre-revolutionary magnate, the representative of a 
famous old Salem family, had here built himself a 
pleasure-house, on a scale of magnificence, which, com- 
bined with it airy site and difficult approach, obtained 
for it, and for the entire hill on which it stood, the fara- 
ditionary title of " Browne's Folly." Whether a folly 
or no, the house was certainly an unfortunate one. 
While still in its glory, it was so tremendously shaken 
by the earthquake of 1755 that the owner dared no 
longer reside in it ; and, practically acknowledging 
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that its ambitious site rendered it indeed a Folly, he 
proceeded to locate it on humbler ground. The great 
house actually took up its march along the declining 
ridge of the hill, and came safely to the bottom, 
where it stood till within the memory of men now 
alive. 

The proprietor, meanwhile, had adhered to the Roy- 
alist side, and fled to England during the Revolution. 
The mansion was left under the care of Richard Derby 
(an ancestor of the present Derby family), who had a 
claim to the Browne property through his wife, but 
seems to have held the premises precisely as the refu- 
gee left them, for a long term of years, in the expec- 
tation of his eventual return. The house remained, 
with all its furniture in its spacious rooms and cham- 
bers, ready for the exile's occupancy, as soon as he 
should reappear. As time went on, however, it be- 
gan to be neglected, and was accessible to whatever 
vagrant or idle school-boy, or berrying party, might 
choose to enter through its ill-secured windows. 

But there was one closet in the house which every- 
body was afraid to enter, it being supposed that an evil 
spirit — perhaps a domestic Demon of the Browne 
family — was confined in it. One day, three or four 
score years ago, some school-boys happened to be play- 
ing in the deserted chambers, and took it into their 
heads to develop the secrets of this mysterious closet. 
With great difficulty and tremor they succeeded in 
forcing the door. As it flew open, there was a vision 
of people in garments of antique magnificence, — gen- 
tlemen in curled wigs and tarnished gold-lace, and 
ladies in brocade and quaint head-dresses, rushing tu- 
multuously forth and tumbling upon the floor. The 
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urchins took to their heels, in huge dismay, but crept 
back, after a while, and discovered that the apparition 
was composed of a mighty pile of family portraits. I 
had the story, the better part of a hundred years af- 
terwards, from the very school - boy who pried open 
the closet door. 

After standing many years at the foot of the hill, 
the house was again removed in three portions, and 
was fashioned into three separate dwellings, which, for 
aught I know, are yet extant in Danvers. 

The ancient site of this proud mansion may still be 
traced (or could have been ten years ago) upon the 
smnniit of the hill. It consisted of two spacious wings, 
connected by an inteimediate hall of entrance, which 
fronted likewise upon the ridge. Two shallow and 
grass-grown cavities remain, of what were once the 
deep and richly stored cellars under the two wings ; 
and between them is the outline of the connecting hall, 
about as deep as a plough furrow, and somewhat 
greener than the surrounding sod. The two cellars 
are still deep enough to shelter a visitor from the fresh 
breezes that haunt the summit of the hill ; and bar- 
berry-bushes clustering within them offer the harsh 
acidity of their fruits, instead of the rich wines which 
the colonial magnate was wont to store there for his 
guests. There I have sometimes sat and tried to re- 
build, in my imagination, the stately house, or to fancy 
what a splendid show it must have made even so far 
off as in the streets of Salem, when the old proprietor 
illuminated his many windows to celebrate the King's 
bii*thday. 

I have quite forgotten what story I once purposed 
writing about "Browne's Folly," and I freely offer the 




theme and site to any of my young townsmen who may 
be afflicted with the same tendency towards fanciful 
narratives which haunted me in my youth and long 
afterwards. Truly yours, 

Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
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This small volume and others of a similar character, from the 
same hand, have not been composed without a deep sense of re- 
sponsibility. The author regards children as sacred, and would 
not, for the world, cast anything into the fountain of a young 
heart that might embitter and pollute its waters. And, even in 
point of the reputation to be aimed at, juvenile literature is as 
well worth cultivating as any other. The writer, if he succeed 
in pleasing his little readers, may hope to be remembered by 
them till their own old age, — a far longer period of literary ex- 
istence than is generally attained by those who seek immortality 
from the judgments of full-grown men. 
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CHAPTER I. 

When Edward Temple was about eight or nine 
years old he was afflicted with a disorder of the eyes. 
It was so severe, and his sight was naturally so deli- 
cate, that the surgeon felt some apprehensions lest the 
boy should become totally blind. He therefore gave 
strict directions to keep him in a darkened chamber, 
with a bandage over his eyes. Not a ray of the blessed 
light of heaven could be suflfered to visit the poor lad. 

This was a sad thing for Edward. It was just the 
same as if there were to be no more sunshine, nor 
moonlight, nor glow of the cheerful fire, nor light of 
lamps. A night had begun which was to continue per- 
haps for months, — a longer and drearier night than 
that which voyagers are compelled to endure when 
their ship is ice-bound, throughout the winter, in the 
Arctic Ocean. His dear father and mother, his brother 
George, and the sweet face of little Emily Eobinson, 
must all vanish and leave him in utter darkness and 
solitude. Their voices and footsteps, it is true, would 
be heard aroimd him ; he would feel his mother's em- 
brace and the kind pressure of all their hands ; but 
still it would seem as if they were a thousand miles 
away. 

And then his studies, — they were to be entirely 
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given up. This was another grievous trial ; for Ed- 
waixl's inemoiy hardly went back to the period when 
he had not known how to read. Many and many a 
holiday had he spent at his book, poring over its pages 
until the deepening twilight confused the print and 
made all the letters run into long words. Then would 
he press his hands across his eyes and wonder why 
they pained him so ; and when the candles were 
lighted, what was the reason that they burned so 
dunly, like the moon in a foggy night ? Poor little 
fellow! So far as his eyes were concerned he was 
already an old man, and needed a pair of spectacles 
almost as much as his own grandfather did. 

And now, alas ! the time was come, when even 
grandfather's spectacles could not have assisted Ed- 
ward to read. After a few bitter tears, which only 
pained his eyes the more, the poor boy submitted to 
the surgeon's orders. His eyes were bandaged, and, 
with his mother on one side and his little friend Emily 
on the other, he was led into a darkened chamber. 

" Mother, I shall be very miserable! " said Edward, 
sobbing. 

" Oh no, my dear child ! " replied his mother, cheer- 
fully. "Your eyesight was a precious gift of Heaven, 
it is tnie ; but you would do wrong to be miserable 
for its loss, even if there were no hope of regaining it. 
There are other enjoyments besides what come to us 
through our eyes." 

" None that are worth having," said Edward. 

" Ah, but you wiQ not think so long," rejoined Mrs. 
Temple, with tenderness. " All of us — your father, 
and myself, and George, and our sweet Emily — will 
try to find occupation and amusement for you. We 
will use all our eyes to make you happy. Will they 
not be better than a single pair ? " 
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" I wiU sit by you all day long," said Emily, in her 
low, sweet voice, putting her hand into that of Ed- 
ward. 

" And so will I, Ned," said George, his elder brother, 
" school time and all, if my father will permit me." 

Edward's brother George was three or four years 
older than himself, — a fine, hardy lad, of a bold and 
ardent temper. He was the leader of his comrades in 
all their enterprises and amusements. As to his pro- 
ficiency at study there was not much to be said. He 
had sense and ability enough to have made himself 
a scholar, but found so many pleasanter things to do 
that he seldom took hold of a book with his whole 
heart. So fond was George of boisterous sports and 
exercises that it was really a great token of affection 
and sympathy, when he offered to sit all day long in 
a dark chamber with his poor brother Edward. 

As for little Emily Robinson, she was the daughter 
of one of Mr. Temple's dearest friends. Ever since 
her mother went to heaven (which was soon after Em- 
ily's birth) the little girl had dwelt in the household 
where we now find her. Mr. and Mrs. Temple seemed 
to love her as well as their own children ; for they had 
no daughter except Emily ; nor would the boys have 
known the blessing of a sister had not this gentle 
stranger come to teach them what it was. If I could 
show you Emily's face, with her dark hair smoothed 
away from her forehead, you would be pleased with 
her look of simplicity and loving kindness, but might 
think that she was somewhat too grave for a child of 
seven years old. But you would not love her the less 
for that. 

So brother George and this loving little girl were 
to be Edward's companions and playmates while he 
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should be kept prisoner in the dark chamber. When 
the first bitterness of his grief was over, he began to 
feel that there might be some comforts and enjoy- 
ments in life even for a boy whose eyes were covered 
with a bandage. 

^^ I thank you, dear mother," said he, with only a 
few sobs ; " and you, Emily ; and you, too, George. 
You will all be very kind to me I know. And my 
father, — will not he come and see me every day?" 

" Yes, my dear boy," said Mr. Temple ; for, though 
invisible to Edward, he was standing close beside him. 
" I will spend some hours of every day with you. And 
as I have often amused you by relating stories and ad- 
ventures while you had the use of your eyes, I can do 
the same now that you are unable to read. Will this 
please you, Edward? " 

" Oh, very much," replied Edward. 

" Well, then," said his father, " this evening we will 
begin the series of Biographical Stories which I prom- 
ised you some time ago." 
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CHAPTER IL 

When evening came, Mr. Temple found Edward 
considerably revived in spirits, and disposed to be re- 
signed to his misfortune. Indeed, the figure of the 
boy, a« it was dimly seen by the fireKght, reclinmg in 
a well-stuffed easy chair, looked so very comfortable 
that many people might have envied him. When a 
man's eyes have grown old with gazing at the ways of 
the world, it does not seem such a terrible misfortune 
to have them bandaged. 

Little Emily Robinson sat by Edward's side with 
the air of an accomplished nurse. As well as the 
duskiness of the chamber would permit, she watched 
all his motions and each varying expression of his 
face, and tried to anticipate her patient's wishes be- 
fore his tongue could utter them. Yet it was notice- 
able that the child manifested an indescribable awe 
and disquietude whenever she fixed her eyes on the 
bandage ; for, to her simple and affectionate heart, it 
seemed as if her dear friend Edward was separated 
from her because she could not see his eyes. A friend's 
eyes tell us many things which could never be spoken 
by the tongue. 

George, likewise, looked awkward and confused, as 
stout and healthy boys are accustomed to do in the 
society of the sick or afflicted. Never having felt pain 
or sorrow, they are abashed, from not knowing how to 
sympathize with the sufferings of others. 

" Well, my dear Edward," inquired Mrs. Temple, 
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"is your chair quite comfortable? and has your littlo 
nurse provided for all your wants ? If so, your father 
is ready to begin his stories." 

" Oh, I am very well now," answered Edward, with 
a faint smile. " And my ears have not forsaken me, 
though my eyes are good for nothing. So pray, dear 
father, begin." 

It was Mr. Temple's design to tell the children a 
series of true stories, the incidents of which should be 
taken from the childhood and early life of eminent 
people. Thus he hoped to bring George, and Edward, 
and Emily into closer acquaintance with the famous 
persons who have lived in other times by showing that 
they also had been children once. Although Mr. 
Temple was scrupulous to relate nothing but what was 
founded on fact, yet he felt himself at liberty to clothe 
the incidents of his narrative in a new coloring, so that 
his auditors might understand them the better. 

"My first story," said he, " shall be about a painter 
of pictures." 

" Dear me 1 " cried Edward, with a sigh. " I am 
afraid I shall never look at pictures any more." 

" We will hope for the best," answered his father. 
" In the mean time, you must try to see things within 
your own mind." 

Mr. Temple then began the following story : — 

BENJAMIN WEST. 

[bobn 1738. DIED 1820.] 

In the year 1738 there came into the world, in the 
town of Springfield, Pennsylvania, a Quaker infant, 
from whom his parents and neighbors looked for won- 
derful things. A famous preacher of the Society of 
Friends had prophesied about little Ben, and foretold 
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that lie would be one of the most remarkable charac- 
ters that had appeared on the earth since the days of 
William Penn. On this account, the eyes of many 
people were fixed upon the boy. Some of his ances- 
tors had won great renown in the old wars of England 
and France ; but it was probably expected that Ben 
would become a preacher, and would convert multi- 
tudes to the peaceful doctrines of the Quakers. Friend 
West and his wife were thought to be very fortunate 
in having such a son. 

Little Ben lived to the ripe age of six years without 
doing anything that was worthy to be told in history. 
But one summer afternoon, in his seventh year, his 
mother put a fan into his hand and bade him keep the 
flies away from the face of a little babe who lay fast 
asleep in the cradle. She then left the room. 

The boy waved the fan to and fro, and drove away 
the buzzing flies whenever they had the impertinence 
to come near the baby's face. When they had all 
flown out of the window or into distant parts of the 
room, he bent over the cradle and delighted himself 
with gazing at the sleeping infant. It was, indeed, a 
very pretty sight. The little personage in the cradle 
slumbered peacefully, with its waxen hands under its 
chin, looking as full of blissful quiet as if angels were 
singing lullabies in its ear. Indeed, it must have been 
di'eaming about heaven ; for, while Ben stooped over 
the cradle, the little baby smiled. 

" How beautiful she looks ! " said Ben to himself. 
" What a pity it is that such a pretty smile should not 
last forever ! " 

Now Ben, at this period of his life, had never heard 
of that wonderful art by which a look, that appears 
and vanishes in a moment, may be made to last for 
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hundreds of years. But, though nobody had told him 
of such an ai*t, he may be said to have invented it for 
Iiimself . On a table near at hand there were pens 
and paper, and ink of two colors, black and red. The 
boy seized a pen and sheet of paper, and, kneeling 
down beside the cradle, began to draw a likeness of 
the infant. While he was busied in this manner he 
heard his mother's step approaching, and hastily tried 
to conceal the paper. 

" Benjamin, my son, what hast thou been doing? ** 
inquired his mother, observing marks of confusion in 
his face. 

At first Ben was unwilling to tell ; for he felt as if 
there might be something wrong in stealing the baby's 
face and putting it upon a sheet of paper. However, 
as his mother insisted, he finally put the sketch into 
her hand, and then hung his head, expecting to be well 
scolded. But when the good lady saw what was on 
the paper, in lines of red and black ink, she uttered 
a scream of surprise and joy. 

" Bless me 1 " cried she. " It is a picture of little 
SaUy I " 

And then she threw her arms around our friend 
Benjamin, and kissed him so tenderly that he never 
afterwards was afraid to show his performances to his 
mother. 

As Ben grew older, he was observed to take vast de- 
light in looking at the hues and forms of nature. For 
instance, he was greatly pleased with the blue violets 
of spring, the wild roses of summer, and the scarlet 
cardinal-flowers of early autumn. In the decline of 
the year, when the woods were variegated with all the 
colors of the rainbow, Ben seemed to desire nothing 
better than to gaze at them from mom till night. The 
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purple and golden clouds of sunset were a joy to him. 
And he was continually endeavoring to draw the fig- 
ures of trees, men, mountains, houses, cattle, geese, 
ducks, and turkeys, with a piece of chalk, on bam 
doors or on the floor. 

In these old times the Mohawk Indians were still 
numerous in Pennsylvania. Every year a party of 
them used to pay a visit to Springfield, because the 
wigwams of their ancestors had formerly stood there. 
These wild men grew fond of little Ben, and made him 
very happy by giving him some of the red and yellow 
paint with which they were accustomed to adorn their 
faces. His mother, too, presented him with a piece of 
indigo. Thus he had now three colors, — red, blue, 
and yellow, — and could manufacture green by mixing 
the yellow with the blue. Our friend Ben was over- 
joyed, and doubtless showed his gratitude to the In- 
dians by taking their likenesses in the strange dresses 
which they wore, with feathers, tomahawks, and bows 
and arrows. 

But aU this time the young artist had no paint- 
brvshes ; nor were there any to be bought, unless he 
had sent to Philadelphia on purpose. However, he 
was a very ingenious boy, and resolved to manufacture 
paint-brushes for himself. With this design he laid 
hold upon — what do you think? Why, upon a re- 
spectable old black cat, who was sleeping quietly by 
the fireside. 

" Puss," said little Ben to the cat, " pray give me 
some of the fur from the tip of thy tail ? " 

Though he addressed the black cat so civilly, yet 
Ben was determined to have the fur whether she were 
willing or not. Puss, who had no great zeal for the 
fine arts, would have resisted if she could ; but the 
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lK)y was armed \i'ith liis mother's scissors, and very 
doxtcn)iisly clipped off fur enough to make a paint- 
brush. This was of so much use to him that he ap- 
plied to Madam Puss again and again, until her 
waiiu coat of fur had become so thin and ragged that 
she could hardly keep comfortable through the winter. 
l\x)T tiling! she was forced to creep dose into the 
chimncy-comer, and eyed Ben with a very rueful phys- 
iognomy. But Ben considered it more necessary that 
he should have paint-brushes than that puss should be 
warm. 

About this period friend West received a visit from 
Mr. Pennington, a merchant of Philadelphia, who was 
likewise a member of the Society of Friends. The 
visitor, on entering the parlor, was surprised to see it 
ornamented with drawings of Indian chiefs, and of 
birds with beautiful plumage, and of the wild flowers 
of the forest. Nothing of the kind was ever seen be- 
fore in the habitation of a Quaker farmer. 

" Why, Friend West," exclaimed the Philadelphia 
merchant, " what has possessed thee to cover thy walls 
with all these pictures ? Where on earth didst thou 
get them ? " 

Then Friend West explained that all these pictures 
were painted by little Ben, with no better materials 
than red and yellow ochre and a piece of indigo, and 
with brushes made of the black cat's fur. 

" Verily," said Mr. Pennington, " the boy hath a 
wonderful faculty. Some of our friends might look 
upon these matters as vanity ; but little Benjamin ap- 
pears to have been bom a painter ; and Providence is 
wiser than we are." 

The good merchant patted Benjamin on the head, 
and evidently considered him a wonderful boy. When 
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his parents saw how much their son's performances 
were admired, they, no doubt, remembered the proph- 
ecy of the old Quaker preacher respecting Ben's future 
eminence. Yet they could not understand how he was 
ever to become a very great and useful man merely by 
making pictures. 

One evening, shortly after Mr. Pennington's return 
to Philadelphia, a package arrived at Springfield, di- 
rected to our little friend Ben. 

" What can it possibly be ? " thought Ben, when it 
was put into his hands. " Who can have sent me such 
a great square package as this ?" 

On taking off the thick brown paper which enveloped 
it, behold ! there was a paint-box, with a great many 
cakes of paint, and brushes of various sizes. It was 
the gift of good Mr. Pennington. There were like- 
wise several squares of canvas such as artists use for 
painting pictures upon, and, in addition to all these 
treasures, some beautiful engravings of landscapes. 
These were the first pictures that Ben had ever seen 
except those of his own drawing. 

What a joyful evening was this for the little artist I 
At bedtime he put the paint-box under his pillow, and 
got hardly a wink of sleep ; for, all night long, his 
fancy was painting pictures in the darkness. In the 
morning he hurried to the garret, and was seen no 
more till the dinner-hour; nor did he give himself 
time to eat more than a mouthful or two of food be- 
fore he hurried back to the garret again. The next 
day, and the next, he was just as busy as ever ; until 
at last his mother thought it time to ascertain what 
he was about. She accordiugly followed him to the 
garret. 

On opening the door, the first object that presented 
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itself to her eyes was our friend Benjamin, giving the 
last touches to a beautiful picture. He had copied 
portions of two of the engravings, and made one pic- 
ture out of both, with such admirable skill that it was 
far more beautiful than the originals. The grass, the 
trees, the water, the sky, and the houses were all 
painted in their proper colors. There, too, were the 
sunshine and the shadow, looking as natural as life. 

" My dear child, thou hast done wonders ! " cried 
his mother. 

The good lady was in an ecstasy of delight. And 
well might she be proud of her boy ; for there were 
touches in this picture which old artists, who had 
spent a lifetime in the business, need not have been 
ashamed of. Many a year afterwards, this wonderful 
production was exhibited at the Koyal Academy in 
London. 

When Benjamin was quite a large lad he was sent 
to school at Philadelphia. Not long after his arrival 
he had a slight attack of fever, which confined him to 
his bed. The light, which would otherwise have dis- 
turbed him, was excluded from his chamber by means 
of closed wooden shutters. At first it appeared so to- 
tally dark that Ben could not distinguish any object in 
the room. By degrees, however, his eyes became ac- 
customed to the scanty light. 

He was lying on his back, looking up towards the 
ceiling, when suddenly he beheld the dim apparition 
of a white cow moving slowly over his head I Ben 
started, and rubbed his eyes in the greatest amaze- 
ment. 

" What can this mean ? " thought he. 

The white cow disappeared ; and next came several 
pigs, which trotted along the ceiling and vanished into 






BIMRAPSWAL STOBISS. 161 

the darkness of the chamber. So lifelike did these 
grunters look that Ben almost seemed to hear them 
squeak. 

" Well, this is very strange I " said Ben to himself. 

When the people of the house came to see him, 
Benjamin told them of the marvellous circumstance 
which had occurred. But they would not believe 
him. 

" Benjamin, thou art surely out of thy senses ! " 
cried they. " How is it possible that a white cow and 
a litter of pigs should be visible on the ceiling of a 
dark chamber ? " 

Ben, however, had great confidence in his own eye- 
sight, and was determined to search the mystery to the 
bottom. For this purpose, when he was again left 
alone, he got out of bed and examined the window- 
shutters. He soon perceived a small chink in one of 
them, through which a ray of light foimd its passage 
and rested upon the ceiling. Now, the science of 
optics will inform us that the pictures of the white cow 
and the pigs, and of other objects out of doors, came 
into the dark chamber through this narrow chink, and 
were painted over Benjamin's head. It is greatly to 
his credit that he discovered the scientific principle of 
this phenomenon, and, by means of it, constructed a 
camera-obscura, or magic-lantern, out of a hollow box. 
This was of great advantage to him in drawing land- 
scapes. 

Well, time went on, and Benjamin continued to 
draw and paint pictures until he had now reached the 
age when it was proper that he should choose a busi- 
ness for life. His father and mother were in consider- 
able perplexity about him. According to the ideas of 
the Quakers, it is not right for people to spend their 
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lives in occupations that are no real and sensible ad- 
vantage to the world. Now, what advantage could 
the world expect from Benjamin's pictures ? This was 
a difficult question ; and, in order to set their minds 
at rest, his parents determined to consult the preachers 
and wise men of their society. Accordingly, they all 
assembled in the meeting-house, and discussed the mat- 
ter from beginning to end. 

Finally they came to a very wise decision. It seemed 
so evident that Providence had created Benjamin to be 
a painter, and had given him abilities which would be 
thrown away in any other business, that the Quakers 
resolved not to oppose his inclination. They even ac- 
knowledged that the sight of a beautiful picture might 
convey instruction to the mind, and might benefit the 
heart as much as a good book or a wise discourse. 
They therefore committed the youth to the direction 
of God, being well assured that he best knew what was 
his proper sphere of usefulness. The old men laid 
their hands upon Benjamin's head and gave him their 
blessing, and the women kissed him affectionately. 
All consented that he should go forth into the world 
and learn to be a painter by studying the best pictures 
of ancient and modern times. 

So our friend Benjamin left the dwelling of his par- 
ents, and his native woods and streams, and the good 
Quakers of Springfield, and the Indians who had 
given him his first colors ; he left all the places and 
persons whom he had hitherto known, and returned 
to them no more. He went first to Philadelphia, and 
afterwards to Europe. Here he was noticed by many 
great people, but retained all the sobriety and simplic- 
ity which he had learned among the Quakers. It is 
related of him, that, when he was presented at the 
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court of the Prince of Parma, he kept his hat upon his 
head even while kissing the Prince's hand. 

When he was twenty-five years old he went to Lon- 
don, and established himself there as an artist. In due 
course of time he acquired great fame by his pictures, 
and was made chief painter to King George TTT, and 
president of the Eoyal Academy of Arts. When the 
Quakers of Pennsylvania heard of his success, they 
felt that the prophecy of the old preacher as to little 
Ben's future eminence was now accomplished. It is 
true, they shook their heads at his pictures of battle 
and bloodshed, such as the Death of Wolfe, thinlriTig 
that these terrible scenes should not be held up to the 
admiration of the world. 

But they approved of the great paintings in which 
he represented the miracles and sufferings of the Re- 
deemer of mankind. King George employed him to 
adorn a lai'ge and beautiful chapel at Windsor Castle 
with pictures of these sacred subjects. He likewise 
painted a magnificent picture of Christ Healing the 
Sick, which he gave to the hospital at Philadelphia. 
It was exhibited to the public, and produced so much 
profit that the hospital was enlarged so as to accom- 
modate thirty more patients. If Benjamin West had 
done no other good deed than this, yet it would have 
been enough to entitle him to an honorable remem- 
brance forever. At this very day there are thirty poor 
people in the hospital who owe all their comforts to 
that same picture. 

We shall mention only a single incident more. The 
picture of Christ Healing the Sick was exhibited at 
the Royal Academy in London, where it covered a 
vast space, and displayed a multitude of figures as 
large as life. On the wall, close beside this admirable 
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picture, hung a small and faded landscape. It was 
the same that little Ben had painted in his father's 
garret, after receiving the paint-box and engravings 
from good Mr. Pennington. 

He lived many years in peace and honor, and died 
in 1820, at the age of eighty-two. The story of his 
life is almost as wonderful as a fairy tale ; for there 
are few stranger transformations than that of a little 
unknown Quaker boy, in the wilds of America, into 
the most distinguished English painter of his day. 
Let us each make the best use of our natural abili- 
ties as Benjamin West did ; and, with the blessing of 
Providence, we shall arrive at some good end. As for 
fame, it is but little matter whether we acquire it or 
not. 

"Thank you for the story, my dear father," said 
Edward, when it was finished. " Do you know that 
it seems as if I could see things without the help of 
my eyes ? While you were speaking I have seen little 
Ben, and the baby in its cradle, and the Indians, and 
the white cow, and the pigs, and kind Mr. Pennington, 
and all the good old Quakers, almost as plainly as if 
they were in this very room." 

" It is because your attention was not disturbed by 
outward objects," replied Mr. Temple. "People, when 
deprived of sight, often have more vivid ideas than 
those who possess the perfect use of their eyes. I will 
venture to say that George has not attended to the 
story quite so closely." 

" No, indeed," said George ; " but it was a very 
pretty story for all that. How I should have laughed 
to see Ben making a paint-brush out of the black cat's 
tail I I intend to try the experiment with Emily's 
kitten." 
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" Oh no, no, George ! " cried Emily, earnestly. " My 
kitten cannot spare lier tail." 

Edward being an invalid, it was now time for him 
to retire to bed. When the family bade him good 
night he turned his face towards them, looking very 
loath to part. 

" I shall not know when morning comes," said he, 
sorrowfully. " And, besides, I want to hear your 
voices all the time ; for, when nobody is speaking, it 
seems as if I were alone in a dark world." 

" You must have faith, my dear child," replied his 
mother. " Faith is the soul's eyesight ; and when we 
possess it the world is never dark nor lonely.' 
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CHAPTER in. 

The next day Edward began to get accustomed to 
his new condition of life. Once, indeed, when his par- 
ents were out of the way and only Emily was left to 
take care of him, he could not resist the temptation to 
thrust aside the bandage, and peep at the anxious face 
of his little nurse. But, in spite of the dimness of the 
chamber, the experiment caused him so much pain 
that he felt no inclination to take another look. So, 
with a deep sigh, he resigned himself to his fate. 

" Emily, pray talk to me I " said he, somewhat im- 
patiently. 

Now, Emily was a remarkably silent little girl, and 
did not possess that liveliness of disposition which ren- 
ders some children such excellent companions. She 
seldom laughed, and had not the faculty of making 
many words about small matters. But the love and 
earnestness of her heart taught her how to amuse poor 
Edward in his darkness. She put her knitting-work 
into his hands. 

" You must learn how to knit," said she. 

" What ! without using my eyes ? " cried Edward. 

" I can knit with my eyes shut," replied Emily. 

Then with her own little hands she guided Edward's 
fingers while he set about this new occupation. So 
awkward were his first attempts that any other little 
girl would have laughed heartily. But Emily pre- 
served her gravity, and showed the utmost patience in 
taking up the inniunerable stitches which he let down. 




BToenJLPmcA 167 

In the course of an hour or two, his progress was 
quite encouraging. 

When evening came, Edward acknowledged that 
the day had been far less wearisome than he antici- 
pated. But he was glad, nevertheless, when his fa- 
ther and mother, and George and Emily, all took their 
seats around his chair. He put out his hand to grasp 
each of their hands, and smiled with a very bright ex- 
pression upon his lips. 

" Now I can see you all with my mind's eye," said 
he. " And now, father, pray tell us another story." 

So Mr. Temple began. 

SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 

[bobn 1G42. DOED 1727.] 

On Christmas Day, in the year 1642, Isaac Newton 
was bom at the small village of Woolsthorpe, in Eng- 
land. Little did his mother think, when she beheld 
her new-born babe, that he was destined to explain 
many matters which had been a mystery ever since 
the creation of the world. 

Isaac's father being dead, Mrs. Newton was married 
again to a clergyman, and went to reside at North 
Witham. Her son was left to the care of his good old 
grandmother, who was very kind to him and sent him 
to school. In his early years Isaac did not appear to 
be a very bright scholar, but was chiefly remarkable 
for his ingenuity in all mechanical occupations. He 
had a set of little tools and saws of various sizes man- 
ufactured by himself. With the aid of these Isaac 
contrived to make many curious articles, at which he 
worked with so much skill that he seemed to have been 
bom with a saw or chisel in hand. 

The neighbors looked with vast admiration at the 
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things which Isaac manufactured. And his old grand- 
mother, I suppose, was never weary of talking about 
him. 

" He '11 make a capital workman one of these days," 
she would probably say. " No fear but what Isaac 
will do well in the world and be a rich man before he 
dies." 

It is amusing to conjecture what were the antici- 
pations of his grandmother and the neighbors about 
Isaac's future life. Some of them, perhaps, fancied 
that he would make beautiful furniture of mahogany, 
rosewood, or polished oak, inlaid with ivory and ebony, 
and magnificently gilded. And then, doubtless, all 
the rich people would purchase these fine things to 
adorn their drawing-rooms. Others probably thought 
that little Isaac was destined to be an architect, and 
would build splendid mansions for the nobility and 
gentry, and churches too, with the tallest steeples that 
had ever been seen in England. 

Some of his friends, no doubt, advised Isaac's grand- 
mother to apprentice him to a clock-maker ; for, be- 
sides his mechanical skill, the boy seemed to have a 
taste for mathematics, which would be very useful to 
him in that profession. And then, in due time, Isaac 
would set up for himself, and would manufacture curi- 
ous clocks, like those that contain sets of dancing fig- 
ures, which issue from the dial-plate when the hour is 
struck ; or like those where a ship sails across the face 
of the clock, and is seen tossing up and down on the 
waves as often as the pendulum vibrates. 

Indeed, there was some ground for supposing that 
Isaac would devote himself to the manufacture of 
clocks ; since he had already made one of a kind which 
nobody had ever heard of before. It was set a-going, 
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not by wheels and weights like other clocks, but by 
the dropping of water. This was an object of great 
wonderment to all the people round about; and it 
must be confessed that there are few boys, or men 
either, who could contrive to tell what o'clock ifc is by 
means of a bowl of water. 

Besides the water-clock, Isaac made a sundial. Thus 
his grandmother was never at a loss to know the hour ; 
for the water-clock would teU it in the shade, and the 
dial in the sunshine. The sundial is said to be still 
in existence at Woolsthorpe, on the comer of the 
house where Isaac dwelt. If so, it must have marked 
the passage of every sunny hour that has elapsed since 
Isaac Newton was a boy. It marked all the famous 
moments of his life ; it marked the hour of his death ; 
and still the sunshine creeps slowly over it, as regu- 
larly as when Isaac first set it up. 

Yet we must not say that the sundial has lasted 
longer than its maker; for Isaac Newton will exist 
long after the dial — yea, and long after the sun it- 
self — shall have crumbled to decay. 

Isaac possessed a wonderful faculty of acquiring 
knowledge by the simplest means. For instance, what 
method do you suppose he took to find out the strength 
of the wind ? You will never guess how the boy could 
compel that unseen, inconstant, and ungovernable won- 
der, the wind, to tell him the measure of its strength. 
Yet nothing can be more simple. He jumped against 
the wind ; and by the length of his jump he could cal- 
culate the force of a gentle breeze, a brisk gale, or a 
tempest. Thus, even in his boyish sports, he was con- 
tinually searching out the secrets of philosophy. 

Not far from his grandmother's residence there was 
a windmill which operated on a new plan. Isaac was 
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in the habit of going thither frequently, and would 
spend whole hours in examining its various parts. 
While the mill was at rest he pried into its internal 
machinery. When its broad sails were set in motion 
by the wind, he watched the process by which the mill- 
stones were made to revolve and crush the grain that 
was put into the hopper. After gaining a thorough 
knowledge of its construction he was observed to be 
unusually busy with his tools. 

It was not long before his grandmother and all the 
neighborhood knew what Isaac had been about. He 
had constructed a model of the windmill, though not 
so large, I suppose, as one of the box-traps which boys 
set to catch squirrels, yet every part of the mill and 
its machinery was complete. Its little sails were neatly 
made of linen, and whirled round veiy swiftly when 
the mill was placed in a draught of air. Even a puff 
of wind from Isaac's mouth or from a pair of bellows 
was sufficient to set the sails in motion. And, what 
was most curious, if a handful of grains of wheat were 
put into the little hopper, they would soon be con- 
verted into snow-white flour. 

Isaac's playmates were enchanted with his new wind- 
mill. They thought that nothing so pretty and so won- 
derful had ever been seen in the whole world. 

" But, Isaac," said one of them, " you have forgotten 
one thing that belongs to a mill." 

^^What is that?" asked Isaac; for he supposed 
that, from the roof of the mill to its foundation, he 
had forgotten nothing. 

" Why, where is the miller ? " said his friend. 

"That is true, — I must look out for one," said 
Isaac; and he set himseU to consider how the defi- 
ciency should be supplied. 



mooRAPHtcAL sToaisa. 161 

He might easily have made the miniature figure of 
a man ; but then it would not have been able to move 
about and perform the duties of a miller. As Captain 
Lemuel GulHver had not yet discovered the island of 
Lilliput, Isaac did not know that there were little men 
in the world whose size was just suited to his windmill. 
It so happened, however, that a mouse had just been 
caught in the trap ; and, as no other miller could be 
found, Mr. Mouse was appointed to that important 
office. The new miller made a very respectable ap- 
pearance in his dark-gray coat. To be sure, he had 
not a very good character for honesty, and was sus- 
pected of sometimes stealing a portion of the grain 
which was given him to grind. But perhaps some 
two-legged millers are quite as dishonest as this small 
quadruped. 

As Isaac grew older, it was found that he had far 
more important matters in his mind than the manu- 
facture of toys like the little windmill. All day long^ 
if left to himself, he was either absorbed in thought or 
engaged in some book of mathematics or natural phi- 
losophy. At night, I think it probable, he looked up 
with reverential curiosity to the stars, and wondered 
whether they were worlds like our own, and how great 
was their distance from the earth, and what was the 
power that kept them in their courses. Perhaps, even 
so early in life, Isaac Newton felt a presentiment that 
he shoidd be able, hereafter, to answer all these ques- 
tions. 

When Isaac was fourteen years old, his mother's 

second husband being now dead, she wished her son to 

leave school and assist her in managing the farm at 

AVoolsthorpe. For a year or two, therefore, he tried 

to turn his attention to farming. But his mind was 
voii. xn. 11 
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so bent on becoming a scholar that his mother sent 
him back to school, and afterwards to the University 
of Cambridge. 

I have now finished my anecdotes of Isaac Newton's 
boyhood. My story would be far too long were I to 
mention all the splendid discoveries which he made 
after he came to be a man. He was the first that 
found out the nature of light ; for, before his day, no- 
body could tell what the sunshine was composed of. 
You remember, I suppose, the story of an apple's fall- 
ing on his head, and thus leading him to discover the 
force of gravitation, which keeps the heavenly bodies 
in their courses. When he had once got hold of this 
idea, he never permitted his mind to rest until he had 
searched out all the laws by which the planets are 
guided through the sky. This he did as thoroughly 
as if he had gone up among the stars and tracked 
them in their orbits. The boy had found out the 
mechanism of a windmill ; the man explained to his 
fellow-men the mechanism of the universe. 

While making these researches he was accustomed 
to spend night after night in a lofty tower, gazing at 
the heavenly bodies through a telescope. His mind 
was lifted far above the things of this world. He may 
be said, indeed, to have spent the greater part of his 
life in worlds that lie thousands and millions of miles 
away ; for where the thoughts and the heart are, there 
is our true existence. 

Did you never hear the story of Newton and his lit- 
tle dog Diamond ? One day, when he was fifty years 
old, and had been hard at work more than twenty 
years studying the theory of light, he went out of his 
chamber, leaving his little dog asleep before the fire. 
On the table lay a heap of manuscript papers, contain- 
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ing all the discoveries which Newton had made during 
those twenty years. When his master was gone, up 
rose little Diamond, jumped upon the table, and over- 
threw the lighted candle. The papers immediately 
caught fire. 

Just as the destruction was completed Newton 
opened the chamber door, and perceived that the la- 
bors of twenty years were reduced to a heap of ashes. 
There stood little Diamond, the author of all the mis- 
chief. Almost any other man would have sentenced 
the dog to immediate death. But Newton patted him 
on the head with his usual kindness, although grief 
was at his heart. 

"O Diamond, Diamond," exclaimed he, "thou lit- 
tle knowest the mischief thou hast done 1 ^' 

This incident affected his health and spirits for 
some time afterwards ; but, from his conduct towards 
the little dog, you may judge what was the sweetness 
of his temper. 

Newton lived to be a very old man, and acquired 
great renown, and was made a member of Parliament, 
and received the honor of knighthood from the king. 
But he cared little for earthly fame and honors, and 
felt no pride in the vastness of his knowledge. All 
that he had learned only made him feel how little he 
knew in comparison to what remained to be known. 

" I seem to myself like a child," observed he, " play- 
ing on the sea-shore, and picking up here and there a 
curious shell or a pretty pebble, while the boundless 
ocean of Truth lies undiscovered before me." 

At last, in 1727, when he was forescore and five 
years old, Sir Isaac Newton died, — or rather he ceased 
to live on earth. We may be permitted to believe 
that he is still searching out the infinite wisdom and 
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goodness of the Creator as earnestly, and with even 
more success, than while his spirit animated a mortal 
body. He has left a fame behind him which will be 
as endurable as if his name were written in letters of 
light formed by the stars upon the midnight sky. 

" I love to hear about mechanical contrivances, such 
as the water-clock and the little windmill," remarked 
George. " I suppose, if Sir Isaac Newton had only 
thought of it, he might have found out the steam- 
engine, and railroads, and all the other famous inven- 
tions that have come into use since his day." 

"Very possibly he might," replied Mr. Temple; 
"and no doubt a great many people would think it 
more useful to manufacture steam-engines than to 
search out the system of the universe. Other great 
astronomers besides Newton have been endowed with 
mechanical genius. There was David Rittenhouse, an 
American, — he made a perfect little water-mill when 
he was only seven or eight years old. But this sort of 
ingenuity is but a mere trifle in comparison with the 
other talents of such men." 

" It must have been beautiful," said Edward, " to 
spend whole nights in a high tower as Newton did, 
gazing at the stars, and the comets, and the meteors. 
But what would Newton have done had he been blind ? 
or if his eyes had been no better than mine ? " 

" Why, even then, my dear child," observed Mrs. 
Temple, " he would have found out some way of en- 
lightening his mind and of elevating his soul. But 
come ; little Emily is waiting to bid you good-night. 
You must go to sleep and dream of seeing all our 
faces." 

" But how sad it will be when I awake I " murmured 
Edward. 



CHAPTER IV. 

In the course of the next day the harmony of our 
little family was disturbed by something like a quarrel 
between George and Edward. 

The former, though he loved his brother dearly, had 
found it quite too great a sacrifice of his own enjoy- 
ments to spend all his play-time in a darkened cham- 
ber. Edward, on the other hand, was inclined to be 
despotic. He felt as if his bandaged eyes entitled him 
to demand that everybody who enjoyed the blessing of 
sight should contribute to his comfort and amusement. 
He therefore insisted that George, instead of going out 
to play football, shoidd join with himself and Emily 
in a game of questions and answers. 

George resolutely refused, and ran out of the house. 
He did not revisit Edward's chamber till the evening, 
when he stole in, looking confused, yet somewhat sul- 
len, and sat down beside his father's chair. It was 
evident, by a motion of Edward's head and a slight 
trembling of his lips, that he was aware of George's 
entrance, though his footsteps had been almost inaudi- 
ble. Emily, with her serious and earnest little face, 
looked from one to the other, as if she longed to be a 
messenger of peace between them. 

Mr. Temple, without seeming to notice any of these 
circumstances, began a story. 
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SAMUEL JOHNSON. 

[born 1709. DIED 1784.] 

" Sam," said Mr. Michael Johnson, of Lichfield, one 
morning, " I am very feeble and ailing to-day. You 
must go to Uttoxeter in my stead, and tend the book- 
stall in the market-place there." 

This was spoken above a hundred years ago by an 
elderly man, who had once been a thriving bookseller 
at Lichfield, in England. Being now in reduced cir- 
cumstances, he was forced to go every market-day and 
sell books at a stall, in the neighboring village of Ut- 
toxeter. 

His son, to whom Mr. Johnson spoke, was a great 
boy, of very singular aspect. He had an intelligent 
face ; but it was seamed and distorted by a scrofulous 
humor, which aflfected his eyes so badly that sometimes 
he was almost blind. Owing to the same cause his 
head would often shake with a tremulous motion as if 
he were afflicted with the palsy. When Sam was an 
infant, the famous Queen Anne had tried to cure him 
of this disease by laying her royal hands upon his 
head. But though the touch of the king or queen was 
supposed to be a certain remedy for scrofula, it pro- 
duced no good eflfect upon Sam Johnson. 

At the time which we speak of the poor lad was not 
very well dressed, and wore shoes from which his toes 
peeped out ; for his old father had barely the means of 
supporting his wife and children. But, poor as the 
family were, young Sam Johnson had as much pride 
as any nobleman's son in England. The fact was, he 
felt conscious of uncommon sense and ability, which, 
in his own opinion, entitled him to great respect from 
the world. Perhaps he would have been glad if grown 
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people had treated him as reverentially as his school- 
fellows did. Three of them were accustomed to come 
for him every morning ; and while he • sat upon the 
back of one, the two others supported him on each 
side ; and thus he rode to school in triumph. 

Being a personage of so much importance, Sam could 
not bear the idea of standing all day in Uttoxeter mar- 
ket offering books to the rude and ignorant country 
people. Doubtless he felt more reluctant on account 
of his shabby clothes, and the disorder of his eyes, and 
the tremulous motion of his head. 

When Mr. Michael Johnson spoke, Sam pouted and 
made an indistinct grumbling in his throat ; then he 
looked his old father in the face, and answered him 
loudly and deliberately. 

" Sir," said he, " I will not go to Uttoxeter mar- 
ket ! " 

Mr. Johnson had seen a great deal of the lad's ob- 
stinacy ever since his birth ; and while Sam was 
younger, the old gentleman had probably used the rod 
whenever occasion seemed to require. But he was 
now too feeble and too much out of spirits to contend 
with this stubborn and violent - tempered boy. He 
therefore gave up the point at once, and prepared 
to go to Uttoxeter himself. 

" Well, Sam," said Mr. Johnson, as he took his hat 
and staff, " if for the sake of your foolish pride you 
can suffer your poor sick father to stand all day in the 
noise and confusion of the market when he ought to 
be in his bed, I have no more to say. But you will 
think of this, Sam, when I am dead and gone." 

So the poor old man (perhaps with a tear in his 
eye, but certainly with sorrow in his heart) set forth 
towards Uttoxeter. The gray-haired, feeble, melan- 
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choly Michael Johnson ! How sad a thing it was that 
he should be forced to go, in his sickness, and toil for 
the support of an ungrateful son who was too proud to 
do anything for his father, or his mother, or himself 1 
Sam looked after Mr. Johnson with a sullen counte- 
nance till he was out of sight. 

But when the old man's figure, as he went stooping 
along the street, was no more to be seen, the boy's 
heart began to smite him. He had a vivid imaginar 
tion, and it tormented him with the image of his 
father standing in the market-place of Uttoxeter and 
offering his books to the noisy crowd around him. 
Sam seemed to behold him arranging his literary mer- 
chandise upon the stall in such a way as was best cal- 
culated to attract notice. Here was Addison's " Spec- 
tator," a long row of little volumes ; here was Pope's 
translation of the Iliad and Odyssey ; here were Dry- 
den's poems, or those of Prior, Here, likewise, were 
" Gulliver's Travels," and a variety of little gilt<x)v- 
ered children's books, such as " Tom Thumb, " " Jack 
the Giant QueUer," " Mother Goose's Melodies," and 
others which our great-grandparents used to read in 
their childhood. And here were sermons for the 
pious, and pamphlets for the politicians, and ballads, 
some merry and some dismal ones, for the country 
people to sing. 

Sam, in imagination, saw his father offer these 
books, pamphlets, and ballads, now to the rude yeo- 
men, who perhaps could not read a word ; now to the 
country squires, who cared for nothing but to hunt 
hares and foxes ; now to the children, who chose to 
spend their coppers for sugar -plmns or gingerbread 
rather than for picture-books. And if Mr. Johnson 
should sell a book to man, woman, or child, it would 
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cost him an hour's talk to get a profit of only six- 
pence. 

" My poor father ! " thought Sam to himself. " How 
his head will ache I and how heavy his heart will be I 
I am almost sorry that I did not do as he bade me." 

Then the boy went to his mother, who was busy 
about the house. She did not know of what had passed 
between Mr. Johnson and Sam. 

" Mother," said he, " did you think father seemed 
very ill to-day ? " 

" Yes, Sam," answered his mother, turning with a 
flushed face from the fire, where she was cooking their 
scanty dinner. " Your father did look very ill ; and 
it is a pity he did not send you to Uttoxeter in his 
stead. You are a great boy now, and would rejoice, 
I am sure, to do something for your poor father, who 
has done so much for you." 

The lad made no reply. But again his imagination 
set to work and conjured up another picture of poor 
Michael Johnson. He was standing in the hot sun- 
shine of the market-place, and looking so weary, sick, 
and disconsolate, that the eyes of all the crowd were 
drawn to him. " Had this old man no son," the peo- 
ple would say among themselves, " who might have 
taken his place at the book-stall while the father kept 
his bed?" And perhaps, — but this was a terrible 
thought for Sam ! — perhaps his father would faint 
away and fall down in the market-place, with his gray 
hair in the dust and his venerable face as deathlike as 
that of a corpse. And there would be the by-standers 
gazing earnestly at Mr. Johnson and whispering, " Is 
he dead ? Is he dead ? " 

And Sam shuddered as he repeated to himself, " la 
he dead?" 
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"Oh, I have been a cruel son!" thought he within 
his own heart. "God forgive me I God forgive me!" 

But God could not yet forgive him; for he was not 
truly penitent. Had he been so, he would have has- 
tened away that very moment to Uttoxeter, and have 
fallen at his father's feet, even in the midst of the 
crowded market-place. There he would have con- 
fessed his fault, and besought Mr. Johnson to go home 
and leave the rest of the day's work to him. But such 
was Sam's pride and natural stubbornness that he 
could not bring himself to this humiliation. Yet he 
ought to have done so, for his own sake, for his father's 
sake, and for God's sake. 

After sunset old Michael Johnson came slowly 
home and sat down in his customary chair. He said 
nothing to Sam ; nor do I know that a single word 
ever passed between them on the subject of the son's 
disobedience. In a few years his father died, and left 
Sam to fight his way through the world by himself. 
It would make our story much too long were I to tell 
you even a few of the remarkable events of Sam's life. 
Moreover, there is the less need of this, because many 
books have been written about that poor boy, and the 
fame that he acquired, and aU that he did or talked of 
doing after he came to be a man. 

But one thing I must not neglect to say. From his 
boyhood upward imtil the latest day of his life he 
never forgot the story of Uttoxeter market. Often 
when he was a scholar of the University of Oxford, or 
master of an academy at Edial, or a writer for the 
London booksellers, — in aU his poveriy and toil and 
in all his success, — while he was walking the streets 
without a shilling to buy food, or when the greatest 
men of England were proud to feast him at their 



BIOOBAPmCAL 8T0RIS8. 171 

table, — still that heavy and remorseful thought came 
back to him, " I was cruel to my poor father in his ill- 
ness ! " Many and many a time, awake or in his 
dreams, he seemed to see old Michael Johnson stand- 
ing in the dust and confusion of the market-place, and 
pressing his withered hand to his forehead as if it 
ached. 

Alas ! my dear children, it is a sad thing to have 
such a thought as this to bear us company through 
life. 

Though the story was but half finished, yet, as it 
was longer than usual, Mr. Temple here made a short 
pause. He perceived that Emily was in tears, and 
Edward turned his half-veiled face towards the speaker 
with an air of great earnestness and interest. As for 
George, he had withdrawn into the dusky shadow bo- 
hind his father's chair. 



CHAPTER V. 

In a few moments Mr. Temple resmued the story, 
as follows : — 

SAMUEL JOHNSON. 

[CONTINXTBD.] 

Well, my children, fifty years had passed away since 
yomig Sam Johnson had shown himself so hard-hearted 
towards his father. It was now market-day in the vil- 
lage of Uttoxeter. 

In the street of the village you might see cattle- 
dealers with cows and oxen for sale, and pig-drovers 
with herds of squeaking swine, and farmers with cart- 
loads of cabbages, turnips, onions, and all other prod- 
uce of the soil. Now and then a farmer's red-faced 
wife trotted along on horseback, with butter and 
cheese in two large panniers. The people of the vil- 
lage, with country squires, and other visitors from the 
neighborhood, walked hither and thither, trading, 
jesting, quarrelling, and making just such a bustle as 
their fathers and grandfathers had made half a cen- 
tury before. 

In one part of the street there was a puppet-show, 
with a ridiculous merry-andrew, who kept both grown 
people and children in a roar of laughter. On the op- 
posite side was the old stone church of Uttoxeter, with 
ivy climbing up its walls and partly obscuring its 
Gothic windows. 

There was a clock in the gray tower of the ancient 



moesApmcAL storibs. its 

church, and the hands on the dial-plate had now al- 
most reached the hour of noon. At this busiest hour 
of the market a strange old gentleman was seen mak- 
ing his way among the crowd. He was very tall and 
bulky, and wore a brown coat and small-clothes, with 
black worsted stockings and buckled shoes. On his 
head was a three-cornered hat, beneath which a bushy 
gray wig thrust itself out, all in disorder. The old 
gentleman elbowed the people aside, and forced his 
way through the midst of them with a singular kind of 
gait, rolling his body hither and thither, so that he 
needed twice as much room as any other person there. 

" Make way, sir I " he would cry out, in a loud, 
harsh voice, when somebody happened to interrupt his 
progress. " Sir, you intrude your person into the pub- 
lic thoroughfare I " 

" What a queer old fellow this is I " muttered the 
people among themselves, hardly knowing whether to 
laugh or to be angry. 

But when they looked into the venerable stranger's 
face, not the most thoughtless among them dared to 
offer him the least impertinence. Though his features 
were scarred and distorted with the scrofula, and 
though his eyes were dim and bleared, yet there was 
something of authority and wisdom in his look, which 
impressed them all with awe. So they stood aside to 
let him pass ; and the old gentleman made his way 
across the market-place, and paused near the comer of 
the ivy-mantled church. Just as he reached it the 
clock struck twelve. 

On the very spot of groimd where the stranger now 
stood some aged people remembered that old Michael 
Johnson had formerly kept his book-stall. The little 
children who had once bought picture-books of him 
were grandfathers now. 
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" Yes ; here is the very spot 1 " muttered the old 
gentleman to himself. 

There this unknown personage took his stand and 
removed the three-cornered hat from his head. It was 
the busiest hour of the day. What with the hum of 
human voices, the lowing of cattle, the squeaking of 
pigs, and the laughter caused by the merry-andrew, 
the market-place was in very great confusion. But the 
stranger seemed not to notice it any more than if the 
silence of a desert were around him. He was rapt in 
his own thoughts. Sometimes he raised his furrowed 
brow to Heaven, as if in prayer ; sometimes he bent 
his head, as if an insupportable weight of sorrow were 
upon him. It increased the awfulness of his aspect 
that there was a motion of his head and an almost 
continual tremor throughout his frame, with singular 
twitchings and contortions of his features. 

The hot Sim blazed upon his improtected head ; but 
he seemed not to feel its fervor. A dark cloud swept 
across the sky and rain-drops pattered into the market- 
place ; but the stranger heeded not the shower. The 
people began to gaze at the mysterious old gentleman 
with superstitious fear and wonder. Who could he 
be ? Whence did he come ? Wherefore was he stand- 
ing bareheaded in the market-place? Even the school- 
boys left the merry-andrew and came to gaze, with 
wide-open eyes, at this tail, strange-looking old man. 

There was a cattle-drover in the village who had 
recently made a journey to the Smithfield Market, 
in London. No sooner had this man thrust his way 
through the throng and taken a look at the unknown 
personage, than he whispered to one of his acquain- 
tances, — 

" I say. Neighbor Hutchins, would ye like to know 
who this old gentleman is? " 
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"Ay, that I would," repKed Neighbor Hutchins, 
" for a queerer chap I never saw in my life. Some- 
how it makes me feel small to look at him. He's 
more than a common man." 

" You may well say so," answered the cattle-drover. 
"Why, that's the famous Doctor Samuel Johnson, 
who they say is the greatest and leamedest man in 
England. I saw him in London streets, walking with 
one Mr. Boswell." 

Yes ; the poor boy, the friendless Sam, with whom 
we began our story, had become the famous Doctor 
Samuel Johnson. He was universally acknowledged 
as the wisest man and greatest writer in all England* 
He had given shape and permanence to his native lan- 
guage by his Dictionary. Thousands upon thousands 
of people had read his "Idler," his "Rambler," and his 
" Rasselas." Noble and wealthy men and beautiful 
ladies deemed it their highest privilege to be his com- 
panions. Even the King of Great Britain had sought 
his acquaintance, and told him what an honor he con- 
sidered it that such a man had been bom in his domm- 
ions. He was now at the summit of literary renown. 

But all his fame could not extinguish the bitter 
remembrance which had tormented him through life. 
Never, never had he forgotten his father's sorrowful 
and upbraiding look. Never, though the old man's 
troubles had been over so many years, had he forgiven 
himself for inflicting such a pang upon his heart. 
And now, in his old age, he had come hither to do 
penance, by standing at noonday, in the market-place 
of Uttoxeter, on the very spot where Michael Johnson 
had once kept his book-stall. The aged and illustri- 
ous man had done what the poor boy refused to do. 
By thus expressing his deep repentance and humilia- 
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tion of heart, he hoped to gain peace of conscienoe and 
the forgiveness of God. 

My dear children, if you have grieved (I will not 
say your parents, but if you have grieved) the heart 
of any human being who has a claim upon your love, 
then tJiink of Samuel Johnson's penance. Will it not 
be better to redeem the error now than to endure the 
agony of remorse for fifty years? Would you not 
rather say to a brother, " I have erred ; forgive me 1 " 
than perhaps to go hereafter and shed bitter tears upon 
his grave? 

Hardly was the story concluded when Greorge has- 
taya^os;, and Edward likewise, stretehing f3ib his 
hands into the darkness that surrounded him to find 
his brother. Both accused themselves of imkindness ; 
each besought the other's forgiveness; and having 
done so, the trouble of their hearts vanished away like 
a dream. 

^^ I am glad ! I am so glad I " said Emily, in a low, 
earnest voice. " Now I shall sleep quietly to-night." 

"My sweet child," thought Mrs. Temple as she 
kissed her, " mayest thou never know how much strife 
there is on earth I It would cost thee many a night's 
rest." 



CHAPTER VL 

About this period Mr. Temple found it necessary 
to take a journey, which interrupted the series of 
"Biographical Stories" for several evenings. In the 
interval, Edward practised various methods of employ- 
ing and amusing his mind. 

Sometimes he meditated upon beautiful objects which 
he had formerly seen, until the intensity of his recol- 
lection seemed to restore him the gift of sight and 
place everything anew before his eyes. Sometimes he 
repeated verses of poetry which he did not know to be 
in his memory until he foimd them there just at the 
time of need. Sometimes he attempted to solve arith- 
metical questions which had perplexed him while at 
school. 

Then, with his mother's assistance, he learned the 
letters of the string alphabet, which is used in some of 
the institutions for the blind in Europe. When one 
of his friends gave him a leaf of St. Mark's Gospel, 
printed in embossed characters, he endeavored to read 
it by passing his fingers over the letters as blind chil- 
dren do. 

His brother George was now very kind, and spent 
so much time in the darkened chamber that Edward 
often insisted upon his going out to play. George 
told him all about the affairs at school, and related 
many amusing incidents that happened among his com- 
rades, and informed him what sports were now in fash- 
ion, and whose kite soared the highest, and whose lit- 

voL. zn. 12 
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tie ship sailed fleetest on the Frog Pond. As for 
Emily, she repeated stories which she had learned 
from a new book called "The Flower People," in 
which the snow-di*ops, the violets, the columbines, the 
roses, and all that lovely tribe are represented as tell- 
ing their secrets to a little girl. The flowers talked 
sweetly, as flowers should; and Edward almost fan- 
cied that he could behold their bloom and smell their 
fragrant breath. 

Thus, in one way or another, the dark days of Ed- 
ward's confinement passed not unhappily. In due 
time his father returned ; and the next evening, when 
the family were assembled, he began a story. 

" I must first observe, children," said he, " that 
some writers deny the truth of the incident which I am 
about to relate to you. There certainly is but litde 
evidence in favor of it. Other respectable writers, 
however, tell it for a fact ; and, at all events, it is an 
interesting story, and has an excellent moral." 

So Mr. Temple proceeded to talk about the early 
days of 

OLIVER CROMWELL. 

[BORN 1699. DIED 1658.] 

Not long after King James I. took the place of 
Queen Elizabeth on the throne of England, there lived 
an EngKsh knight at a place called Hinchinbrooke. 
His name was Sir Oliver Cromwell. He spent his 
life, I suppose, pretty much like other English knights 
and squires in those days, himting hares and foxes and 
drinking large quantities of ale and wine. The old 
house in which he dwelt had been occupied by his an- 
cestors before him for a good many years. In it there 
was a great hall, hung roimd with coats of arms and 
helmets, cuirasses and swords, which his forefathers 
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had used in battle, and with horns of deer and tails of 
foxes which they or Sir Oliver himself had killed in 
the chase. 

This Sir Oliver Cromwell had a nephew, who had 
been called Oliver, after himself, but who was gener- 
ally known in the family by the name of little Noll. 
His father was a yoimger brother of Sir Oliver. The 
child was often sent to visit his uncle, who probably 
found him a troublesome little fellow to take care of. 
lie was forever in mischief, and always running into 
some danger or other, from which he seemed to escape 
only by miracle. 

Even while he was an infant in the cradle a strange 
accident had befallen him. A huge ape, which was 
kept in the family, snatched up little Noll in his fore 
paws and clambered with him to the roof of the house. 
There this ugly beast sat grinning at the affrighted 
spectators, as if it had done the most praiseworthy 
thing imaginable. Fortunately, however, he brought 
the child safe down again ; and the event was after- 
wards considered an omen that Noll would reach a 
very elevated station in the world. 

One morning, when Noll was five or six years old, a 
royal messenger arrived at Ilinchinbrooke with tidings 
that King James was coming to dine with Sir Oliver 
Cromwell. This was a high honor, to be sure, but a 
very great trouble ; for all the lords and ladies, knights, 
squires, guards, and yeomen, who waited on the king, 
were to be feasted as well as himself; and more provi- 
sions would be eaten and more wine drunk in that one 
day than generally in a month. However, Sir Oliver 
expressed much thankfulness for the king's intended 
visit, and ordered his butler and cook to make the best 
preparations in their power. So a great fire was kin- 
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died in the kitchen ; and the neighbors knew, by Uie 
smoke wliich poured out of the chimney, that boiling, 
baking, stewing, roasting, and frying were going on 
merrily. 

By and by the sound of trumpets was heard ap- 
proaching nearer and nearer ; a heavy, old-fashioned 
coach, surrounded by guards on horseback, drove up 
to the house. Sir Oliver, with his hat in his hand, 
stood at the gate to receive the king. His Majesty 
was dressed in a suit of green not very new : he had a 
feather in his hat, and a triple ruff round his neck, and 
over his shoulder was slung a hunting-horn instead of 
a sword. Altogether he had not the most dignified 
aspect in the world ; but the spectators gazed at him 
as if there was something superhuman and divine in 
his person. They even shaded their eyes with their 
hands, as if they were dazzled by the glory of his coun- 
tenance. 

"How are ye, man?" cried King J^mes, speaking 
in a Scotch accent ; for Scotland was his native coun- 
try. " By my crown, Sir Oliver, but I am glad to see 

ye!" 

The good knight thanked the king; at the same 
time kneeling down while his Majesty alighted. When 
King James stood on the ground, he directed Sir Oli- 
ver's attention to a little boy who had come with him 
in the coach. He was six or seven years old, and wore 
a hat and feather, and was more richly dressed than 
the king himself. Though by no means an ill-looking 
child, he seemed shy, or even sulky; and his cheeks 
were rather pale, as if he had been kept moping 
within doors, instead of being sent out to play in the 
sun and wind. 

" I have brought my son Charlie to see ye," said the 
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king. ** I hope, Sir Oliver, ye have a son of your own 
to be his playmate." 

Sir Oliver Cromwell made a reverential bow to the 
little prince, whom one of the attendants had now 
taken out of the coach. It was wonderful to see how 
all the spectators, even the aged men with their gray 
beards, humbled themselves before this child. They 
bent their bodies till their beards almost swept the 
dust. They looked as if they were ready to kneel 
down and worship him. 

The poor little prince 1 From his earliest infancy 
not a soul had dared to contradict him; everybody 
around him had acted as if he were a superior being ; 
so that, of course, he had imbibed the same opinion of 
himself, lie naturally supposed that the whole king- 
dom of Great Britain and all its inhabitants had been 
created solely for his benefit and amusement. This 
was a sad mistake ; and it cost him dear enough after 
he had ascended his father's throne. 

" What a noble little prince he is ! " exclaimed Sir 
Oliver, lifting his hands in admiration. " No, please 
your Majesty, I have no son to be the playmate of his 
royal higlmess ; but there is a nephew of mine some- 
where about the house. He is near the prince's age, 
and wiU be but too happy to wait upon his royal high- 
ness." 

" Send for him, man ! send for him I " said the king. 

But, as it happened, there was no need of sending 
for Master Noll. While King James was speaking, a 
rugged, bold-faced, sturdy little urchin thrust himself 
through the throng of courtiers and attendants, and 
greeted the prince with a broad stare. His doublet 
and hose (which had been put on new and clean in 
honor of the king's visit) were already soiled and torn 
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with the rough play in which he had spent the morn- 
ing. He looked no more abashed than if King James 
were liis uncle and the prince one of his customaiy 
playfellows. 

This was little Noll himself. 

" Here, please your majesty, is my nephew/' said 
Sir Oliver, somewhat ashamed of Noll's appearance 
and demeanor. '^ Oliver, make your obeisance to the 
king's majesty." 

The boy made a pretty respectful obeisance to the 
king ; for in those days children were taught to pay 
reverence to their elders. King James, who prided 
himself greatly on his scholarship, asked Noll a few 
questions in the Latin grammar, and then introduced 
hini to his son. The little prince, in a very grave and 
dignified manner, extended his hand, not for Noll to 
sliakc, but that he might kneel down and kiss it. 

" Nephew," said Sir Oliver, " pay your duty to the 
prince." 

" I owe him no duty," cried NoU, thrusting aside 
the prince's hand with a rude laugh. " Why should I 
kiss tliat boy's hand ? " 

All the courtiers were amazed and confounded, and 
Sir Oliver the most of all. But the king laughed 
heartily, saying that little Noll had a stubborn !Eng- 
lish spirit, and that it was well for his son to learn be- 
times what sort of a people he was to rule over. 

So King James and his train entered the house ; 
and the prince, with Noll and some other children, was 
sent to play in a separate room while his Majesty was 
at dinner. The young people soon became acquainted ; 
for boys, whether the sons of monarchs or of peasants, 
all like play, and are pleased with one ano^er's so- 
ciety. What games they diverted themselves with I 
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blind-man's-buff, perhaps at leap-frog, perhs ut pris* 
on-bars. Such games have been in use for hi reds 
of years; and princes as weU as poor cWldren have 
spent some of their happiest hours in playing at them* 

Meanwhile King James and his nobles were feasting 
with Sir Oliver in the great halL The king sat in 
a gilded chair, under a canopy, at the head of a long 
table. Whenever any of the company addressed him, 
it was with the deepest reveienoe. If die attendants 
offered him wine, or the varioos delicadee of the f esti* 
val, it was upon their bended knees. Yon would have 
thought, by these tokens of worship^ tibat the monarch 
was a supernatural being; only he seemed to have 
quite as much need of those vulgar matters, food and 
drink, as any other person at the table. Bat fate had 
ordained that good King James should not finish hia 
dinner in peace. 

AU of 1^ sudden there arose a terrible uproar in the 
room where the children were at play. Angiy shouts 
and shrill cries of alarm were mixed up together; 
while the voices of elder persons were likewise beardy 
trying to restore order among the children. The king 
and everybody else at table looked aghast ; for per- 
haps the tumult made them think that a general re- 
bellion had broken out. 

^^ Mercy on us I " muttered Sir Oliver; ^ that grace- 
less nephew of mine is in some mischief orother. The 
naughty little whelp 1 " 

Getting up from table, he ran to see wbat was the 
matter, followed by many of the guests, and the king 
among them. They all crowded to the door of the 
playroom. 

On looking in, they beheld the little Prince Charles^ 
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with his rich dress all torn and covered with the dust 
of the floor. His royal blood was streaming from his 
nose in great abundance. He gazed at Noll with a 
mixture of rage and affright, and at the same time a 
puzzled expression, as if he could not understand how 
any mortal boy should dare to give him a beating. As 
for Noll, there stood his stui'dy little figure, bold as a 
lion, looking as if he were ready to fight, not only the 
prince, but the king and kingdom too. 

" You little villain ! " cried liis uncle. " What have 
you been about ? Down on your knees, this instant, 
and ask the prince's pardon. How dare you lay your 
hands on the king's majesty's royal son ? " 

" He struck me first," grumbled the valiant little 
Noll ; " and I 've only given him his due." 

Sir Oliver and the guests lifted up their hands in 
astonislunent and horror. No punishment seemed se- 
vere enough for this wicked little varlet, who had 
dared to resent a blow from the king's own son. Some 
of the courtiers were of opinion that Noll shoidd be 
sent 2)risoner to the Tower of London and brought to 
trial for high treason. Others, in their great zeal for 
the king's service, were about to lay hands on the boy 
and chastise him in the royal presence. 

But King James, who sometimes showed a good deal 
of sagacity, ordered them to desist. 

" Thou art a bold boy," said he, looking fixedly at 
little Noll; "and, if thou live to be a man, my son 
C^liarlie would do wisely to be friends with thee." 

" I never will ! " cried the little prince, stamping his 
foot. 

" Peace, Charlie, peace ! " said the king ; then ad- 
dressing Sir Oliver and the attendants, " Harm not 
the urcliin ; for he has taught my son a good lesson. 
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if Heaven do but give him grace to profit by it. Here- 
after, should he be tempted to tyrannize over the stub- 
born race of Englishmen, let him remember little NoU 
Cromwell and his own bloody nose." 

So the king finished his dinner and departed ; and 
for many a long year the childish quarrel between 
Prince Charles and Noll Cromwell was forgotten. 
The prince, indeed, might have lived a happier life, 
and have met a more peaceful death, had he remem- 
bered that quarrel and the moral which his father 
drew from it. But when old King James was dead, 
and Charles sat upon his throne, he seemed to forget 
that he was but a man, and that his meanest subjects 
were men as well as he. He wished to have the prop- 
erty and lives of the people of England entirely at his 
own disposal. But the Puritans, and all who loved 
liberty, rose against him and beat him in many bat- 
tles, and pulled him down from his throne. 

Throughout this war between the king and nobles on 
one side and the people of England on the other, there 
was a famous leader, who did more towards the ruin 
of royal authority than all the rest. The contest 
seemed like a wrestling-match between King Charles 
and this strong man. And the king was overthrown. 

When the discrowned monarch was brought to trial, 
that warlike leader sat in the judgment hall. Many 
judges were present besides himself ; but he alone had 
the power to save King Charles or to doom him to the 
scaffold. After sentence was pronounced, this victori- 
ous general was entreated by his own children, on their 
knees, to rescue his Majesty from death. 

" No ! " said he, sternly. " Better that one man 
should perish than that the whole country should be 
ruined for his sake. It is resolved that he shall die 1 " 
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WTien Charles, no longer a king, was led to the scaf- 
fold, his gi'eat enemy stood at a window of the royal 
palace of Whitehall. lie beheld the poor victim of 
pride, and an evil education, and misused power, as 
he laid his head upon the block. He looked out with 
a steadfast gaze while a black-veiled executioner lifted 
the fatal axe and smote off that anointed head at a 
single blow. 

" It is a righteous deed," perhaps he said to himself. 
" Now Englishmen may enjoy their rights." 

At night, when the body of Charles was laid in the 
coffin, in a gloomy chamber, the general entered, light- 
ing himself with a torch. Its gleam showed that he 
was now growing old ; his visage was scarred with the 
many battles in which he had led the van ; his brow 
was wrinkled with care and with the continual exer- 
cise of stern authority. Probably there was not a 
single trait, either of aspect or manner, that belonged 
to the little Noll who had battled so stoutly with 
Prince Charles. Yet this was he ! 

He lifted the coffin-lid, and caused the light of his 
torch to fall upon the dead monarch's face. Then, 
probably, his mind went back over all the marvellous 
events that had brought the hereditary King of Eng- 
land to this dishonored coffin, and had raised him- 
self, a humble individual, to the possession of kingly 
power. He was a king, though without the empty 
title or the glittering crown. 

" Why was it," said Cromwell to himself, or might 
have said, as he gazed at the pale features in the cof- 
fin, — " why was it that this great king fell, and that 
poor NoU Cromwell has gained all the power of the 
realm?" 

And, indeed, why was it? 
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King Charles had fallen, because, in his manhood 
the same as when a child, he disdained to feel that 
every himian creature was his brother. He deemed 
himself a superior being, and fancied that his sub- 
jects were created only for a king to rule over. And 
Cromwell rose, because, in spite of his many faults, 
he mainly fought for the rights and freedom of his fel- 
low-men ; and therefore the poor and the oppressed 
all lent their strength to him. 

" Dear father, how I should hate to be a king ! " 
exclaimed Edward. 

" And would you like to be a Cromwell ? " inquired 
his father. 

"I should like it well," replied George; "only I 
would not have put the poor old king to death. I 
would have sent him out of the kingdom, or perhaps 
have allowed him to live in a small house near the 
gate of the royal palace. It was too severe to cut off 
his head." 

" Kings are in such an unfortunate position," said 
Mr. Temple, " that they must either be almost deified 
by their subjects, or else be dethroned and beheaded. 
In either case it is a pitiable lot." 

" Oh, I had rather be blind than be a king I " said 
Edward. 

" Well, my dear Edward," observed his mother, 
with a smile, " I am glad you are convinced that your 
own lot is not the hardest in the world." 



CHAPTER VII. 

It was a pleasant sight, for those who had eyes, to 
see how patiently the blinded little boy now submitted 
to what he had at first deemed an intolerable calamity. 
The beneficent Creator has not allowed our comfort to 
depend on the enjoyment of any single sense. Though 
he has made the world so very beautiful, yet it is pos- 
sible to be happy without ever beholding the blue sky, 
or the green and flowery earth, or the kind faces of 
those whom we love. Thus it appears that aU the ex- 
ternal beauty of the universe is a free gift from God 
over and above what is necessary to our comfort. How 
grateful, then, should we be to that divine Benevo- 
lence, which showers even superfluous bounties upon 
us! 

One truth, therefore, which Edward's blindness had 
taught him was, that his mind and soul could dispense 
with the assistance of his eyes. Doubtless, however, 
he would have found this lesson far more difficult to 
learn had it not been for the affection of those around 
him. His parents, and George and Emily, aided him 
to bear his misfortune ; if possible, they would have 
lent him their own eyes. And this, too, was a good 
lesson for him. It taught him how dependent on one 
another God has ordained us to be, insomuch that all 
the necessities of mankind should incite them to mu- 
tual love. 

So Edward loved his friends, and perhaps all the 
world, better than he ever did before. And he felt 



BtOQRAPHtCAL 8T0BISS. 189 

grateful towards his father for spending the evenings 
in telling him stories, — more grateful, probably, than 
any of my little readers will feel towards me for so 
carefully writing these same stories down. 

" Come, dear father," said he, the next evening, 
" now tell us about some other little boy who was des- 
tined to be a famous man." 

" How would you like a story of a Boston boy ? " 
asked his father. 

" Oh, pray let us have it ! " cried George, eagerly. 
" It will be all the better if he has been to our schools, 
and has coasted on the Common, and sailed boats in 
the Frog Pond. I shall feel acquainted with him 
then." 

" Well, then," said Mr. Temple, " I will introduce 
you to a Boston boy whom all the world became ac- 
quainted with after he grew to be a man." 

The story was as follows : — 

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. 

[born 1706. DiKD 1790.] 

In the year 1716, or about that period, a boy used 
to be seen in the streets of Boston who was known 
among his schoolfellows and playmates by the name 
of Ben Franklin. Ben was bom in 1706 ; so that he 
was now about ten years old. His father, who had 
come over from England, was a soap-boiler and tallow- 
chandler, and resided in Milk Street, not far from the 
Old South Church. 

Ben was a bright boy at his book, and even a 
brighter one when at play with his comrades. He had 
some remarkable qualities which always seemed to give 
him the lead, whether at sport or in more serious mat- 
ters. I might tell you a number of amusing anecdotes 
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about him. You are acquainted, I suppose, with his 
famous story of the Whistle, and how he bought it 
with a whole pocketful of coppers and afterwards re- 
pented of his bargain. But Ben had grown a great 
boy since those days, and had gained wisdom by ex- 
perience ; for it was one of his peculiarities, that no 
incident ever happened to him without teaching him 
some valuable lesson. Thus he generally profited 
more by his misfortunes than many people do by the 
most favorable events that could befall them. 

Ben's face was already pretty well known to the in- 
habitants of Boston. The selectmen and other people 
of note often used to visit his father, for the sake of 
talking about the affairs of the town or province. Mr. 
Franklin was considered a person of great wisdom and 
integrity, and was respected by all who knew him, al- 
though he supported his family by the hmnble trade 
of boiling soap and making tallow candles. 

While his father and the visitors were holding deep 
consultations about public affairs, little Ben would sit 
on his stool in a corner, listening with the greatest in- 
terest, as if he understood every word. Indeed, his 
features were so full of intelligence that there could 
be but little doubt, not only that he understood what 
was said, but that he could have expressed some very 
sagacious opinions out of his own mind. But in those 
days boys were expected to be silent in the presence of 
their elders. However, Ben Franklin was looked upon 
as a very promising lad, who would talk and act wisely 
by and by. 

"Neighbor Franklin," his father's friends would 
sometimes say, " you ought to send this boy to college 
and make a minister of him." 

" I have often thought of it," his father would 




ply; ^and my brother Benjamin promises to give 
him a great many yolumes of manuscript sermons, in 
case he should be educated for the chuJKih. But I 
have a large family to support, and cannot afford the 
expense." 

In fact, Mr. Franklin found it so difficult to provide 
bread for his family, that, when the boy was ten yeara 
old, it became necessary to take him from achooL Ben 
was then employed in cutting candle-widbi into equal 
lengths and filling the moulds with tallow ; and many 
families in Boston spent their evenings by the light 
of the candles which he had helped to make. Urns, 
you see, in his early days, as well as in his manhood, 
his labors contributed to throw lig^ upon daric mat> 
ters. 

Busy as his life now was, Ben still found time to 
keep company with his former schoolfellows. He and 
the other boys were very fond of fishing, and spent 
many of their leisure hours on the margin of the 
mill-pond, catching flounders, perch, eels, and tomood, 
which came up thither with the tide. The place where 
they fished is now, probably, oovered with stone pave- 
ments and brick buildings, and thronged with people 
and with vehicles of all kinds. But at that period it 
was a marshy spot on the outskirts of the town, where 
gulls flitted and screamed overhead and salt4neadow 
grass grew under foot. 

On the edge of the water there was a deep bed of 
clay, in which the boys were forced to stand while they 
caught their fish. Here they dabbled in mud and mire 
like a flock of ducks. 

^^ This is very xmoomfortable,'' said Ben Eranklin 
one day to his comrades, while they were standing nud* 
leg deep in the quagmire. 
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" So it is," said the other boys. " What a pity we 
have no better place to staud I " 

If it had not been for Ben, nothing more would 
have been done or said about the matter. But it was 
not in his nature to be sensible of an inconvenience 
without using his best efforts to find a remedy. So, 
as he and his comrades were returning from the water- 
side, Ben suddenly thi*ew down his string of fish with 
a very determined air. 

"Boys," cried he, "I have thought of a scheme 
which will be greatly for our benefit and for the pub- 
lic benefit." 

It was queer enough, to be sure, to hear this little 
chap — this rosy-cheeked, ten-year-old boy — iallHTig 
about schemes for the public benefit! Nevertheless, 
his companions were ready to listen, being assured 
tliat Ben's scheme, whatever it was, would be well 
worth their attention. They remembered how saga- 
ciously he had conducted all their enterprises ever 
since he had been old enough to wear small-clothes. 

They remembered, too, his wonderful contrivance of 
sailing across the mill-pond by lying flat on his back 
in the water and allowing himself to be drawn along 
by a paper kite. If Ben could do that, he might cer- 
tainly do anything. 

" What is your scheme, Ben ? — what is it ? " cried 
they all. 

It so happened that they had now come to a spot of 
ground where a new house was to be built. Scattered 
roimd about lay a great many large stones which were 
to be used for the cellar and foundation. Ben mounted 
upon the highest of these stones, so that he might speak 
with the more authority. 

" You know, lads," said he, " what a plague it is to 
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be forced to stand in the quagmire yonder, — over 
shoes and stockings (if we wear any) in mud and 
water. See ! I am bedaubed to the knees of my small- 
clothes ; and you are all in the same pickle. Unless 
we can find some remedy for this evil, our fishing busi- 
ness must be entirely given up. And, surely, this 
would be a terrible misfortune ! " 

" That it woidd ! that it woidd ! " said his comrades 
sorrowfully. 

" Now, I propose," continued Master Benjamin, 
" that we build a wharf, for the purpose of carrying 
on our fisheries You see these stones. The work- 
men mean to use them for the underpinning of a 
house ; but that would be for only one man's advan- 
tage. My plan is to take these same stones and carry 
them to the edge of the water and build a wharf with 
them. This will not only enable us to carry on the 
fishing business with comfort and to better advantage, 
but it will likewise be a great convenience to boats 
passing up and down the stream. Thus, instead of 
one man, fifty, or a hundred, or a thousand, besides 
oiu'selves, may be benefited by these stones. What 
say you, lads ? Shall we build the wharf ? " 

Ben's proposal was received with one of those up- 
roarious shouts wherewith boys usually express their 
delight at whatever completely suits their views. No- 
body thought of questioning the right and justice of 
building a wharf with stones that belonged to another 
person. 

" Hurrah 1 hurrah 1 " shouted they. " Let 's set 
about it." 

It was agreed that they should all be on the spot 
that evening and commence their grand public enter- 
prise by moonlight. Accordingly, at the appointed 

VOL. xu. 13 
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time, the whole gang of youthful laborers assembled, 
and eagerly began to remove the stones. They had 
not calculated how much toil would be requisite in 
this important pai*t of their undertaking. The very 
fii*st stone which they laid hold of proved so heavy that 
it almost seemed to be fastened to the ground. Noth- 
ing but Ben Franklin's cheerful and resolute spirit 
could have induced them to persevere. 

Ben, as might be expected, was the soul of the en- 
terprise. By his mechanical genius, he contrived meth- 
ods to lighten the labor of transporting the stones, so 
that one boy, under his directions, would perform as 
much as half a dozen if left to themselves. Whenever 
their spirits flagged he had some joke ready, which 
seemed to renew their strength, by setting them all into 
a roar of laughter. And when, after an hour or two 
of hard work, the stones were transported to the water- 
side, Ben Franklin was the engineer to superintend 
the construction of the wharf. 

The boys, like a colony of ants, performed a great 
deal of labor by their multitude, though the individual 
strength of each could have accomplished but little. 
Finally, just as the moon sank below the horizon, the 
great work was finished. 

" Now, boys," cried Ben, " let 's give three cheers 
and go home to bed. To-morrow we may catch fish at 
our ease." 

^^ Hurrah I hurrah I hurrah ! " shouted his comrades. 

Then they all went home in such an ecstasy of de- 
light that they could hardly get a wink of sleep. 

The story was not yet finished ; but George's impa- 
tience caused him to interrupt it. 

" How I wish that I could have helped to build that 
wharf ! " exclaimed he. " It must have been glorious 
fun. Ben Franklin forever, say I." 
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**It was a very pretty piece of work," said Mr, 
Temple. '^ But wait till you hear the end of the 
story." 

^' Father," inqnired Edward, ^^ whereabouts in Bos- 
ton was the mill-pond on which Ben built his wharf? " 

^^I do not exactly know,'' answered Mr. Temple; 
^^ but I suppose it to have been on the northern verge 
of the town, in the vicinity of what are now called 
Merrimack and Charlestown Streets. That dironged 
portion of the city was once a marsh* Some of it, in 
fact, was covered with water." 



CHAPTER Vni. 

As the children had no more questions to ask, Mr. 
Temple proceeded to relate what consequences ensued 
from the building of Ben Franklin's wharf. 

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. 

[CONTENTJED.] 

In the morning, when the early sunbeams were 
gleaming on the steeples and roofs of the town and 
gilding the water that surrounded it, the masons came, 
rubbing their eyes, to begin their work at the founda- 
tion 'of the new house. But, on reaching the spot, 
they rubbed their eyes so much the harder. What 
had become of their heap of stones ? 

" Why, Sam," said one to another, in great per- 
plexity, "here 's been some witchcraft at work while 
we were asleep. The stones must have flown away 
through the air 1 " 

" More likely they have been stolen ! " answered Sam. 

" But who on earth would think of stealing a heap 
of stones ? " cried a third. " Could a man carry them 
away in his pocket ? " 

The master mason, who was a gruff kind of man, 
stood scratching his head, and said nothing at first. 
But, looking carefully on the ground, he discerned in- 
numerable tracks of little feet, some with shoes and 
some barefoot. Following these tracks with his eye, 
he saw that they formed a beaten path towards the 
water-side. 




^^ Ah, I see wliat the mischief is," said he, nodding 
his head. ^^ Those litde rascals, the boys, — ihey ha^e 
stolen our stones to build a wharf with I " 

The masons immediately went to examine the new 
structure. And, to say tiiie truth, it was well worth 
looking at, so neatly and with such admirable skill had 
it been planned and finished. These stones were put 
together so securely that there was no danger, of their 
being loosened by the tide, however s?riftly it might 
sweep along. There was a brgad and safe platform to 
stand upon, whence the little fisherman might east 
their lines into deep water and draw up fidi in abun- 
dance. Indeed, it almost seemed as if Ben and his 
comrades might be forgiven for taking the stones, he* 
cause they had done their job in sooh a warfcmanlikft 
manner. 

^' The chaps that built this wharf understood their 
business pretty well," said one of the masons. ^ I 
should not be ashamed of such a piece of work my- 
self." 

But the master mason did not seem to en]<^ Uie 
joke. He was one of those unreasonable peo^ who 
care a great deal more for their own righto and privi- 
leges than for the convenience of all the rest of the 
world. 

^^ Sam," said he, more gruffly than usual, ^^ go call 
a constable." 

So Sam called a constable, and inquiries were set on 
foot to discover the perpetrators of the theft In the 
course of flie day wrants were issued, with the signa. 
ture of a justice of the peace, to take the bodies of 
Benjamin Franklin, and other evil-disposed persons, 
who had stolen a heap of stones. If the owner of the 
stolen property had not been more merciful than the 
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master mason, it might have gone hard with our friend 
Benjamin and his fellow-laborers. But, luckily for 
them, the gentleman had a respect for Ben's &ther, 
and, moreover, was amused with the spirit of the whole 
affair. He therefore let the culprits off pretty easily. 

But, when the constables were dismissed, the poor 
boys had to go through another trial, and receive sen- 
tence, and suffer execution, too, from their own fa- 
thers. Many a rod, I grieve to say, was worn to the 
stump on that unlucky night. 

As for Ben, he was less afraid of a whipping than 
of his father's disapprobation. Mr. Franklin, as I 
have mentioned before, was a sagacious man, and also 
an inflexibly upright one. He had read much for a 
person in his rank of life, and had pondered upon the 
ways of the world, until he had gained more wisdom 
than a whole library of books could have taught him. 
Ben had a greater reverence for his father than for 
any other person in the world, as well on account of 
his spotless integrity as of his practical sense and deep 
views of things. 

Consequently, after being released from the clutches 
of the law, Ben came into his father's presence with 
no small perturbation of mind. 

"Benjamin, come hither," began Mr. Franklin, in 
his customary solemn and weighty tone. 

The boy approached and stood before his other's 
chair, waiting reverently to hear what judgment this 
good man would pass upon his late offence. He felt 
that now the right and wrong of the whole matter 
would be made to appear. 

" Benjamin ! " said his father, " what could induce 
you to take property which did not belong to you ? " 

"Why, father," replied Ben, hanging his head at 
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first, but then lifting his eyes to Mr. Franklin's face, 
" if it had been merely for my own benefit, I never 
should have dreamed of it. But I knew that the 
wharf would be a public convenience. If the owner 
of the stones should build a house with them, nobody 
will enjoy any advantage except himself. Now, I made 
use of them in a way that was for the advantage of 
many persons. I thought it right to aim at doing 
good to the greatest number." 

" My son," said Mr. Franklin, solemnly, " so far as 
it was in your power, you have done a greater harm to 
the public than to the owner of the stones." 

" How can that be, father ? " asked Ben. 

" Because," answered his father, " in building your 
wharf with stolen materials, you have committed a 
moral wrong. There is no more terrible mistake than 
to violate what is eternally right for the sake of a 
seeming expediency. Those who act upon such a prin- 
ciple do the utmost in their power to destroy all that is 
good in the world." 

" Heaven forbid ! " said Benjamin. 

"No act," continued Mr. Franklin, "can possibly 
be for the benefit of the public generally which in- 
volves injustice to any individual. It would be easy 
to prove this by examples. But, indeed, can we sup- 
pose that our all-wise and just Creator would have so 
ordered the affairs of the world that a wrong act 
should be the true method of attaining a right end ? 
It is impious to think so. And I do verily believe, 
Benjamin, that almost all the public and private mis- 
ery of mankind arises from a neglect of this great 
truth, — that evil can produce only evil, — that good 
ends must be wrought out by good means." 

"I will never forget it again," said Benjamin, bow- 
ing his head. 
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"Remember," eonehided his father, "that, when- 
ever we vary from the highest rule of right, just so 
far we do an injury to the world. It may seem other- 
wise for the moment ; but, both in time and in eter- 
nity, it will be found so." 

To the close of his life Ben FranMin never forgot 
this conversation with his father ; and we have reason 
to suppose that, in most of his public and private 
career, he endeavored to act upon the principles which 
that good and wise man had then taught him. 

After the great event of building the wharf, Ben 
continued to cut wick-yam and fill candle-moulds for 
about two years. But, as he had no love for that oc- 
cupation, his father often took him to see various arti- 
sans at their work, in order to discover what trade he 
would prefer. Thus Ben learned the use of a great 
many tools, the knowledge of which afterwards proved 
very useful to him. But he seemed much inclined to 
go to sea. In order to keep him at home, and like- 
wise to gratify his taste for letters, the lad was bound 
apprentice to his elder brother, who had lately set up 
a printing-office in Boston. 

Here he had many opportunities of reading new 
books and of hearing instructive conversation. He 
exercised himself so successfully in writing composi- 
tions, that, when no more than thirteen or fourteen 
years old, he became a contributor to his brother's 
newspaper. Ben was also a versifier, if not a poet. 
He made two doleful ballads, — one about the ship- 
wreck of Captain Worthilake; and the other about 
the pirate Black Beard, who, not long before, infested 
the American seas. 

When Ben's verses were printed, his brother sent 
him to sell them to the towns-people wet from the 




press. ^^ Buy my ballads ! '' shouted Benjamin, as he 
trudged through the streets with a basketful on his 
arm. ^^ Who '11 buy a ballad about Black Beard? A 
penny apiece ! a penny apieoe I Who 'U bc^ my bal- 
lads?" 

If one of those roughly composed and rudely printed 
ballads could be discovered now, it would be worth 
more than its weight in gold. 

In this way our friend Benjamin spent his boyhood 
and youth, until, on account of some disagreement 
with his brother, he left his native town and went to 
Philadelphia. He landed in the latter city, a home- 
less and himgry young man, and bought threepence 
worth of bread to satisfy his appetite. Not knowing 
where else to go, he entered a Quaker meetingJiouse, 
sat down, and fell fast asleep. He has not told us 
whether his slumbers were visited by any dreams. But 
it would have been a strange dream, indeed, and an 
incredible one, that should have foretold how great a 
man he was destined to become, and how much he 
would be honored in that very city where he was now 
friendless and unknown. 

So here we finish our story of the childhood of Ben- 
jamin Franklin. One of these days, if you would 
know what he was in his manhood, you must read his 
own works and the history of American independence. 

^' Do let us hear a little more of him I " said Ed- 
ward ; '^ not that I admire him so much as many other 
characters; but he interests me, because he was a 
Yankee boy." 

" My dear son," replied Mr. Temple, " it would re- 
quire a whole volume of talk to tell you all that is 
worth knowing about Benjamin Franklin. There is a 
very pretty anecdote of Ids flying a kite in the midst 
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of a tliun<l4.'i-->toriii. uud thus clra\i'iiig down the light- 
uiii;^ from tbt.- rl«m«Ls aiul i>roviug that it was the same 
thin;; as ch.*.- trie it v. IIL> whole life would be an in- 
terestin;: .storv, if we had time to tell it." 

'* But. jjray, dear father, tell us what made him so 
famous," said George. "' I have seen his ]K)rtiait a 
gix^at many times. There is a wooden bust of him in 
one of our streets; and marble ones, I suppose, in 
soiue other places. And towns, and ships of war, and 
Kteaiuboats, and banks, and academies, and children, 
are often named after Franklin. AMiy should he have 
grown so ver}' famous ? " 

"Your question Ls a reasonable one, George,** an- 
swered his father. " I doubt whether Franklin's philo- 
sophicial discoveries, important as they were, or even 
liis vast political ser\dces, would have given him all 
the fame which lie acquired. It appears to me that 
" l*oor Kichard's ALnanac " did more than anything 
else towards making him familiarly known to the pub- 
lic. As the writer of those proverbs which Poor Rich- 
ard was supposed to utter, Franklin became the coun- 
sellor and household friend of almost every family in 
Ani(;rica. Thus it was the humblest of all his labors 
that has done the most for his fame." 

"1 have rciul some of those proverbs," remarked 
Edward; "but I do not like them. They are all 
al)out getting money or saving it." 

" Well," said his father, " they were suited to the 
c()n(liti(m of the country ; and their effect, upon the 
wliolc, has doubtless been good, although they teach 
men hut a very small portion of their duties." 



CHAPTER IX. 

Hitherto Mr. Temple's narratives had all been 
about boys and men. But, the next evening, he be- 
thought himself that the quiet little Emily would per- 
haps be glad to hear the story of a child of her own 
sex. He therefore resolved to narrate the youthful 
adventures of Chi^istina, of Sweden, who began to be 
a queen at the age of no more than six years. K we 
have any little girls among our readers, they must not 
suppose that Christina is set before them as a pattern 
of what they ought to be. On the contrary, the tale 
of her life is chiefly profitable as showing the evil ef- 
fects of a wrong education, which caused this daughter 
of a king to be both useless and unhappy. Here fol- 
lows the story. 

QUEEN CHRISTINA. 

[born 1C2G. DIED 1G89.] 

In the royal palace at Stockholm, the capital city of 
Sweden, there was born, in 1626, a little princess. 
The king, her father, gave her the name of Christina, 
in memory of a Swedish girl with whom he had been 
in love. His own name was Gustavus Adolphus ; and 
he was also called the Lion of the North, because he 
had gained greater fame in war than any other prince 
or general then alive. With this valiant king for 
tlieir commander, the Swedes had made themselves 
terrible to the Emperor of Germany and to the King 
of France, and were looked upon as the chief defence 
of the Protestant religion. 
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The Ktde Clu'istina was by no means a beautiful 
child. To confess the truth, she was remarkably 
phiin. The queen, her mother, did not love her so 
much as she ought; partly, perhaps, on accoont of 
Christina's want of beauty, and also because both the 
king and queen had wished for a son, who might have 
gained as great renown in battle as his father had. 

The king, however, soon became exceedingly fond of 
the infant princess. When Christina was very young 
she was taken violently sick. Gustavus Adolphus, 
who was several hundred miles from Stockholm, trav- 
elled night and day, and never rested until he held the 
poor child in his arms. On her recovery he made a 
solemn festival, in order to show his joy to the people 
of Sweden and express his gi*atitude to Heaven. Af- 
ter this event he took his daughter with him in all the 
journeys which he made throughout his kingdom. 

Christina soon proved herself a bold and sturdy lit- 
tle girl. When she was two years old, the king and 
herself, in the coiu'se of a journey, came to the strong 
fortress of Colniar. On the battlements were soldiers 
clad in steel amior, which glittered in the sunshine. 
There were likewise great cannons, pointing their 
black mouths at Gustavus and little Christina, and 
ready to belch out theii* smoke and thunder; for, when^ 
ever a king enters a foi*tress, it is customary to receive 
him with a royal salute of artillery. 

But the captain of the fortress met Gustavus and 
his daughter as they were about to enter the gateway. 

" May it please yoiu' Majesty," said he, taking oflE 
his steel cap and bowdng prof oimdly, " I fear that, if 
we receive you with a salute of cannon, the little prin- 
cess will be frightened almost to death." 

Gustavus looked earnestly at his daughter, and was 




indeed apprehensive that the thnnder of so many can^ 
non might perhaps throw her into oonvnlsions. He 
had ahnost a mind to tell the captain to let them en- 
ter the fortress quietly, as common people mi^t have 
done, without all this head-splitting racket But no ; 
this would not do. 

^^ Let them fire," said he, waving his hand. ^'Chris- 
tina is a soldier's daughter, and must leaxn to bear the 
noise of cannon." 

So the captain uttered the word of command, and 
immediately there was a terrible peal of thunder from 
the cannon, and such a gush of smoke that it envel- 
oped the whole fortress in its volumes. But, amid all 
the din and confusion, Christina was seen clapping her 
little hands, and laughing in an ecstasy of deH^t. 
Probably nothing ever pleased her &th0r so much as 
to see that his daughter promised to be fearless as 
himself. He determined to educate her exactly as if 
she had been a boy, and to teach her all the knowl- 
edge needful to the ruler of a kingdom and the com- 
mander of an army. 

But Ghistavus should have* remembered that Provi- 
dence had created her to be a woman, and that it was 
not for him to make a man of her. 

However, the king derived great happiness from his 
beloved Christina. It must have been a pleasant sight 
to see the powerful monarch of Sweden playing in 
some magnificent haU of the palace with his merry 
little girl. Then he forgot that the weight of a king- 
dom rested upon his shoulders. He forgot that the 
wise Chancellor Oxenstiem was waiting to consult 
with him how to render Sweden the greatest nation of 
Europe. He forgot that the Emperor of Germany 
and the King of IVance were plotting together how 
they might pull him down from his throne. 
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YoR ; GustaviiB forgot all the perils, and cares, and 
pomi)oiis irksomcncss of a royal life; and was as 
happy, while playing with his child, as the humblest 
poasiint in the I'ealin of Sweden. How gayly did they 
dance along the marble floor of the palace, this YaUant 
king, with his upright, martial figure, his war-worn 
visage, and commanding aspect, and the small, round 
form of Christina, ^vith her rosy face of childish mer- 
riment I Her little fingers were clasped in her father's 
hand, which had held the leading staff in many famous 
victories. His crown and sceptre were her playthings. 
She could disarm Gustavus of his sword, which was so 
teri'ible to the pmices of Europe. 

But, alas I the king was not long permitted to en- 
joy Christina's society. When she was four years old 
Gustavus was summoned to take command of the al- 
lied aimies of Germany, which were fighting against 
the emperor. His greatest affliction was the necessity 
of parting with his child; but people in such high 
stations have but little opportunity for domestic happi- 
ness. He called an assembly of the senators of Sweden 
and confided Christina to their care, saying, that each 
one of them must be a father to her if he himself 
should fall in battle. 

At the moment of his departure Christina ran to- 
wards him and began to address him with a speech 
which somebody had taught her for the occasion. 
Gustavus was busied with thoughts about the affiurs 
of the kingdom, so that he did not immediately attend 
to the childish voice of his little girL Christina, who 
did not love to be imnoticed, immediately stopped 
short and pulled him by the coat* 

" Father," said she, *^ why do not you listen to my 
speech ? " 
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In a moment tlie king forgot everything except that 
he was pai*ting with what he loved best in all the 
world. lie caught the child in his arms, pressed her 
to his bosom, and burst into tears. Yes ; though he 
was a brave man, and though he wore a steel corselet 
on his breast, and though armies were waiting for him 
to lead them to battle, still his heart melted within 
him, and he wept. Chi'istina, too, was so afflicted 
that her attendants began to fear that she would ac- 
tually die of grief. But probably she was soon com- 
forted ; for children seldom remember their parents 
quite so faithfidly as their parents remember them. 

For two years more Christina remained in the palace 
at Stockholm. The queen, her mother, had accompor 
nied Gustavus to the wars. The child, therefore, was 
left to the guardianship of five of the wisest men in 
the kingdom. But these wise men knew better how 
to manage the affairs of state than how to govern and 
educate a little giil so as to render her a good and 
hajipy woman. 

When two years had passed away, tidings were 
brought to Stockliolm which filled everybody with 
triimiph and sorrow at the same time. The Swedes 
had won a glorious victory at Lutzen. But, alas 1 the 
warlike King of Sweden, the Lion of the North, the 
fatlier of our little Christina, had been slain at the 
foot of a great stone, which still marks the spot of 
that hero's death. 

Soon after this sad event, a general assembly, or 
congress, consisting of deputations from the nobles, 
the clergy, the burghers, and the peasants of Sweden, 
was siunmoned to meet at Stockholm. It was for the 
purpose of declaring little Christina to be Queen of 
Sweden, and giving her the crown and sceptre of her 
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deceased father. Silence being proclaimed, the Chan- 
cellor Oxenstiem arose. 

^^ We desire to know," said he, ^'whether the people 
of Sweden will take the daughter of our dead king, 
Gustavus Adolphus, to be their queen/' 

When the chancellor had spoken, an old man, with 
white hair and in coai*se apparel, stood up in the midst 
of the assembly. He was a peasant, Lars Larrson by 
name, and had spent most of his life in laboring on a 
farm. 

^^ Who is this daughter of Gustavus ? " asked the 
old man. " We do not know her. Let her be shown 
to us." 

Then Christina was brought into the hall and placed 
before the old peasant. It was strange, no doubt, to 
see a child — a little girl of six years old — offered to 
the Swedes as their ruler instead of the brave king, 
her father, who had led them to victory so many times. 
Could her baby fingers wield a sword in war ? Could 
her childish mind govern the nation wisely in peace? 

But the Swedes do not appear to have asked them- 
selves these questions. Old Lars Larrson took Chria- 
tina up in his arms and gazed earnestly into her face. 
He had known the great Gxistavus well ; and his heart 
was touched when he saw the likeness which the little 
gill bore to that heroic monarch. 

" Yes," cried he, with the tears gushing down his 
furrowed cheeks ; " this is tridy the daughter of our 
Gustavus 1 Hero is her father's brow 1 — here is his 
piercing eye 1 She is his very picture I This child 
shall be oui* queen I " 

Then all the proud nobles of Sweden, and the rever- 
end clergy, and the burghers, and the peasants, knelt 
down at the child's feet and kissed her hand. 
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" Long live Christina, Queen of Sweden I " shouted 
they. 

Even after she was a woman grown Christina re- 
membered the pleasure which she felt in seeing all 
these men at her feet and hearing them acknowledge 
her as their supreme ruler. Poor child I she was yet 
to learn that power does not insure happiness. As 
yet, however, she had not any real power. All the 
public business, it is true, was transacted in her name ; 
but the kingdom was governed by a number of the 
most experienced statesmen, who were called a re- 
gency. 

But it was considered necessary that the little queen 
should be present at the public ceremonies, and should 
behave just as if she were in reality the ruler of the 
nation. When she was seven years of age, some am- 
bassadors from the Czar of Muscovy came to the 
Swedish court. They wore long beards, and were 
clad in a strange fashion, with furs and other outland- 
ish ornaments ; and as they were inhabitants of a half- 
civilized country, they did not behave like other peo- 
ple. The Chancellor Oxenstiem was afraid that the 
young queen would burst out a laughing at the first 
sight of these queer ambassadors, or else that she 
would be frightened by their unusual aspect. 

"Why should I be frightened?" said the little 
queen. " And do you suppose that I have no better 
manners than to laugh ? Only tell me how I must be- 
have, and I will do it." 

Accordingly, the Muscovite ambassadors were in- 
troduced ; and Christina received them and answered 
their speeches with as much dignity and propriety as 
if she had been a grown woman. 

AQ this time, though Christina was now a queen, 
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you must not sup}x>se that she was left to act as ahe 
])leasod. She hail a ])rec'eptor, named John Mathias, 
who was a very leained man and capable of instmct- 
in;^ lier in all the branches of science. But there was 
nolnxly to teach her the delicate graces and gentle vir- 
tues of a woman. She was surrounded almost entirely 
])y men, and had learned to despise the society of her 
own sex. At the at^o of nine years she was separated 
from luT motlier, whom the Swedes did not consider 
a i)roi)er i)ei*son t*^ ^«o intrusted with the charge of her. 
No little j^rl who sits by a New England fireside has 
cause to envy Cluistina in the royal palace at Stock- 
hr>hn. . 

Yet she made great progress in her studies. She 
l<\iiiied to read ivM classical authoi*s of Greece and 
Konie, and became a groat admii^er of the heroes and 
po<its of old times. Then, as for active exercises, she 
tould ride on horseback as well as any man in her 
kingdom. She was fond of hunting, and could shoot 
at a mark with wonderful skill. But dancing was the 
only feminine accomplishment with which she had any 
acquaintance. 

She was so restless in her disposition that none of 
her attendants were sure of a moment's quiet neither 
diiy nor night. She grew up, I am sorry to say, a 
very unamiable person, ill-tempered, proud, stubborn, 
and, in short, unfit to make those around her happy, 
or to be happy herself. Let every little girl, who has 
been taught self-control and a due regard for the 
rights of others, thank Heaven that she has had bet- 
ter instniction than this poor little Queen of Sweden. 

At the age of eighteen Christina was declared free 
to govern tlie kingdom by herself without the aid of a 
regency. At this period of her life she was a young 




woman of strikiiig aspect, a good flgaie, and intelli- 
gent face, but very strangely dressed. She woie a 
short habit of gray clotii, whh a man's Test over it, 
and a black scarf around her neck; but no ^fwels nor 
ornaments of any kind. 

Yet, though Christina was so negligent of her ap- 
pearance, there was something in her air and manner 
that proclaimed her as the mkr of a kingdonL Her 
eyes, it is said, had a very fieroe and hatag^ify look. 
Old General Wrangel, who had often ososed llie ene- 
mies of Sweden to tremUe in batde, aetaally toembkd 
himself when he encountered the eyw of tlM qoeeiu 
But it would have been better for Ghxiatana if she 
could have made people love her, by means of soft 
and gentle looks, instead of afiErighting them by siicli 
terrible glances. 

And now I have told yon almost all that is amusing 
or instructive in the childhood of Christina. Only a 
few more words need be said about her; for it is 
neither pleasant nor profitable to think of many things 
that she did after she grew to be a woman. 

When she had worn the crown a few years, she b^ 
gan to consider it beneath her dignity to be called a 
queen, because the name implied that she belonged to 
the weaker sex. She therefore caused herself to be 
proclaimed kino ; thus declaring to the world that she 
despised her own sex andvas desboos of being ranked 
among men. But in the twenty-ei^ith year of her 
age Christina grew tired of royalty, and resolved to 
be neither a king nor a queen any longer. She took 
the crown from her head with her own hands, and 
ceased to be the ruler of Sweden. The people did not 
greatly regret her abdication; for she had governed 
them ill, and had taken much of their property to 
supply her extravagance. 
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Having thus given up her hereditary crown, Chris- 
tina left Sweden and travelled over many of the coun- 
tries of Europe. Everywhere she was received with 
great ceremony, because she was the daughter of the 
renowned Gustavus, and had herself been a powerful 
queen. Perhaps you would like to know something 
about her personal appearance in the latter part of her 
life. She is described as wearing a man's vest, a short 
gray petticoat, embroidered with gold and silver, and 
a black wig, which was thrust awry upon her head. 
She wore no gloves, and so seldom washed her hands 
that nobody could tell what had been their original 
color. In this strange dress, and, I suppose, without 
washing her hands or face, she visited the magnificent 
court of Louis XIV. 

She died in 1689. None loved her while she lived, 
nor regretted her death, nor planted a single flower 
upon her grave. Happy are the little girls of Amer- 
ica, who are brought up quietly and tenderly at the 
domestic hearth, and thus become gentle and delicate 
women I May none of them ever lose the loveliness of 
their sex by receiving such an education as that of 
Queen Christina I 

Emily, timid, quiet, and sensitive, was the very re- 
verse of little Christina. She seemed shocked at the 
idea of such a bold masculine character as has been 
described in the foregoing story. 

" I never could have loved her," whispered she to 
Mrs. Temple ; and then she added, with that love of 
personal neatness which generally accompanies purity 
of heart, " It troubles me to think of her unclean 
hands ! " 

" Christina was a sad specimen of womankind in- 
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deed," said Mrs. Temple. "But it is very possible 
for a woman to have a strong mind, and to be fitted 
for the active business of life, without losing any of 
her natural delicacy. Perhaps some time or other Mr. 
Temple will tell you a story of such a woman." 

It was now time for Edward to be left to repose. 
His brother George shook him heartily by the hand, 
and hoped, as he had hoped twenty times before, that 
to-morrow or the next day Ned's eyes would be strong 
enough to look the sun right in the face. 

"Thank you, George," replied Edward, smiling; 
" but I am not half so impatient as at first. K my 
bodily eyesight were as good as yours, perhaps I could 
not see things so distinctly with my mind's eye. But 
now there is a light within which shows me the little 
Quaker artist, Ben West, and Isaac Newton with his 
windmill, and stubborn Sam Johnson, and stout Noll 
Cromwell, and shrewd Ben Franklin, and little Queen 
Christina, with the Swedes kneeling at her feet. It 
seems as if I really saw these personages face to face. 
So I can bear the darkness outside of me pretty well." 

When Edward ceased speaking, Emily put up her 
mouth and kissed him as her farewell for the night. 

" Ah, I forgot ! " said Edward, with a sigh. " I 
cannot see any of your faces. What would it signify 
to see all the famous people in the world, if I must be 
blind to the faces that I love ? " 

" You must try to see us with your heart, my dear 
child," said his mother. 

Edward went to bed somewhat dispirited ; but, 
quickly falling asleep, was visited with such a pleas- 
ant dream of the sunshine and of his dearest friends 
that he felt the happier for it all the next day. And 
we hope to find him still happy when we meet again. 
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MRS. HUTCHINSON. 

The character of this female suggests a train of 
thought wliich will form as natural an Introduction 
to her story, as most of the Prefaces to Gray's Fables, 
or tlie talcs of Prior ; besides that, the general sound- 
ness of tlie moral may excuse any want of present ap- 
plicability. We will not look for a living resemblance 
of Mrs. Hutchinson, though the search might not be 
altogether fruitless. But there are portentous indica- 
tions, changes gradually taking place in the habits 
and feelings of the gentle sex, which seem to threaten 
our posterity with many of those public women, where- 
of one was a burden too grievous for our fathers. The 
press, however, is now the medium through which 
feminine ambition chiefly manifests itself; and we 
wiU not anticipate the period (trusting to be gone 
hence ere it arrive) when fair orators shall be as 
niunerous as the fair authors of our own day. The 
hastiest glance may show how much of the texture 
and body of cisatlantic literature is the work of those 
slender fingers from which only a light and fanciful 
embroidery has heretofore been required, that might 
sparkle upon the garment without enfeebling the web. 
Woman's intellect should never give the tone to that 
of man ; and even her morality is not exactly the ma- 
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terial for masculine virtue. A false liberality, which 
mistakes the strong division-lines of Nature for arbi- 
trary distinctions, and a courtesy, which might polish 
criticism, but should never soften it, have done their 
best to add a gii'lish feebleness to the tottering infancy 
of our literature. The evil is likely to be a growing 
one. As yet, the gi'eat body of American women are 
a domestic race ; but when a continuance of ill-judged 
incitements shall have turned their hearts away from 
the fireside, there are obvious circumstances which 
will render female pens more numerous and more pro- 
lific than those of men, though but equally encouraged ; 
and (limited, of course, by the scanty support of the 
public, but increasing indefinitely within those limits) 
the ink-stained Amazons will expel their rivals by ac- 
tual pressure, and petticoats wave triumphantly over 
all the field. But, allowing that such forebodings are 
slightly exaggerated, is it good for woman's self that 
the path of feverish hope, of tremulous success, of bit- 
ter and ignominious disappointment, should be left 
wide open to her? Is the prize worth her having if 
she win it? Fame does not increase the peculiar re- 
spect which men pay to female excellence, and there 
is a delicacy (even in rude bosoms, where few would 
think to find it) that perceives, or fancies, a sort of 
impropriety in the display of woman's natal mind to 
the gaze of the world, with indications by which its 
inmost secrets may be searched out. In fine, criticism 
shoidd examine with a stricter, instead of a more in- 
didgent eye, the merits of females at its bar, because 
they are to justify themselves for an irregularity which 
men do not commit in appearing there ; and woman, 
when she feels the impulse of genius like a command 
of Heaven within her, should be aware that she is re- 
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obey the inward voice with botk ng i 10 l< like 
the Arabian maid who bewailed the gift of propheojr. 
Hinting thus imperfectly at sentiments which may be 
developed on a future occasion, we proceed to consider 
the celebrated subject of this sketch. 

Mrs. Hutchinson was a woman of eztraordinaly 
talent and strong imagiMtion, whom the latter qiiality, 
following the general direction taken by the enthud-^ 
asm of the times, prompted to stand forth as a re- 
former in religion. In her native oomitiy, she had 
shown symptoms of irr^nlar and daring flftonj^t, but, 
chiefly by the influence of a favorite pastor, was re- 
strained from open indiscretion. On the removal of 
this dergynum, becoming dissatiafied with the miiuatry. 
imder which she lived, she was drawn in by the great 
tide of Puritan emigration, and visited Massaohnsetts 
within a few years after its first settlement. But she 
bore trouble in her own bosom, and could find no peace 
in this chosen land. She soon began to promulgate 
strange and dangerous opinions, tending, in the pe- 
culiar situation q| the colony, and from tiie principles 
which were its basis and indispensable for its tempo- 
rary support, to eat into its very existence. We shall 
endeavor to give a more practical idea of this part of 
her course. 

It is a summer evening. The dusk has settled 
heavily upon the woods, the waves, and the Trimouu- 
tain peninsula, increasing that dismal aspect of the em- 
bryo town which was said to have drawn tears of de- 
spondency from Mrs. Hutchinson, though she believed 
that her mission thither was divine. The houses, straw 
thatched and lowly roofed, stand irregularly along 
streets that are yet roughened by the roots of the trees, 
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as if the forest, departiog at the approach of man, 
had left its reluctant footprints behind. Most of the 
dwellings are lonely and silent : from a few we may 
hear the reading of some sacred text, or the quiet voice 
of prayer; but nearly all the sombre life of the scene 
is collected near the extremity of the village. A crowd 
of hooded women, and of men in steeple -hats and 
close-cropped hair, are assembled at the door and open 
windows of a house newly built. An earnest expres- 
sion glows in every face ; and some press inward, as 
if the bread of life were to be dealt forth, and they 
feared to lose their share ; while others would fain 
hold them back, but enter with them, since they may 
not be restrained. We, also, will go in, edging through 
the thronged doorway to an apartment which occu- 
pies the whole breadth of the house. At the upper 
end, behind a table, on which are placed the Scrip- 
tures and two glimmering lamps, we see a woman, 
plainly attired, as befits her ripened years ; her hair, 
complexion, and eyes are dark, the latter somewhat 
dull and heavy, but kindling up with a gradual bright- 
ness. Let us look round upon the hearers. At her 
right hand, his countenance suiting well with the 
gloomy light which discovers it, stands Vane, the 
youthful governor preferred by a hasty judgment of 
the people over all the wise and hoary heads that had 
preceded him to New England. In his mysterious 
eyes we may read a dark enthusiasm, akin to that of 
the woman whose cause he has espoused, combined 
with a shrewd worldly foresight, which tells him that 
lier doctrines will be productive of change and tumult, 
the elements of his power and delight. On her left, 
yet slightly drawn back, so as to evince a less decided 
support, is Cotton, no young and hot enthusiast, but a 




mOd, grave man in the decline of life, deep in all the 
learning of the age, and sanctified in heart, and made 
venerable in feature, by the long exercise of his holy 
profession. He, also, is deceived by the strange fire 
now laid upon the altar; and he alone among his 
brethren is excepted in the denunciation of the new 
apostle, as sealed and set apart by Heaven to the work 
of the ministry. Others of the priesthood stand full 
in front of the woman, striving to beat her down with 
brows of wrinkled iron, and whispering sternly and 
significantly among themselves as she unf olds her se- 
ditious doctrines, and grows warm in theb support 
Foremost is Hugh Peters, full of holy wrath, and 
scarce containing himself from rushing forward to eon- 
vict her of damnable heresies. There, alsOyisWard^ 
meditating a reply of empty puns, and quaint antith- 
eses, and tinkling jests that puzzle us with nothing 
but a sound. The audience are variously affected; 
but none are indifferent. On the foreheads of the 
aged, the mature, and strong-minded, you may gener- 
ally read steadfast disapprobation, though here and 
there is one whose faith seems shaken in those whom 
he had trusted for years. The females, on the other 
hand, are shuddering and weeping, and at times th^ 
cast a desolate look of fear around them ; while the 
young men lean forward, fiery and impatient, fit in- 
struments for whatever rash deed may be suggested. 
And what is the eloquence that gives rise to all these 
passions? The woman tells them (and cites texts 
from the Holy Book to prove her words) that they 
have put their trust in unregenerated and uncommis- 
sioned men, and have followed them into the wilder- 
ness for nought. Therefore their hearts are turning 
from those whom they had chosen to lead them to 
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heaven ; and they feel like children who have been en- 
ticed far from home, and see the features of their 
guides change all at once, assuming a fiendish shape 
in some frightful solitude. 

These proceedings of Mrs. Hutchinson could not 
long be endured by the provincial government. The 
present was a most remarkable case, in which religious 
freedom was wholly inconsistent with public safety, 
and where the principles of an illiberal age indicated 
the very course which must have been pursued by 
worldly policy and enlightened wisdom. Unity of 
faith was the star that had guided these people over 
the deep ; and a diversity of sects would either have 
scattered them from the land to which they had as yet 
so few attachments, or, perhaps, have excited a dimin- 
utive civil war among those who had come so far to 
worship together. The opposition to what may be 
termed the Established Church had now lost its chief 
support by the removal of Vane from office, and his 
departure for England ; and Mr. Cotton began to have 
that light in regard to his errors, which will sometimes 
break in upon the wisest and most pious men, when 
their opinions are unhappily discordant with those of 
the powers that be. A synod, the first in New Eng- 
land, was speedily assembled, and pronounced its con- 
demnation of the obnoxious doctrines. Mrs. Hutchin- 
son was next summoned before the supreme civil tri- 
bunal, at which, however, the most eminent of the 
clergy were present, and appear to have taken a very 
active part as witnesses and advisers. We shall here 
resume the more picturesque style of narration. 

It is a place of humble aspect where the elders of 
the people are met, sitting in judgment upon the dis- 
turber of Israel. The floor of the low and narrow 
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hall IS laid with planks hewn by the axe ; the beams 
of the roof still wear the nigged bark with which they 
grow 11}) in the forest ; and the heaiih is formed of 
one^ l)road, unhammcred stone, heai)ed with logs that 
roll their blaze and smoke up a chimney of wood and 
clay. A sleety shower beats fitfully against the win- 
dows, driven l)y the November blast, which comes 
howling onward from the northern desert, the boister- 
ous and unwelcome herald of a New England winter. 
Kude benches are arranged across the apartment, and 
along its sides, occupied by men whose piety and learn- 
ing miglit have entitled them to seats in those high 
councils of the ancient church, whence opinions were 
sent foi^th to confirm or sujiersede the gospel in the 
belief of the whole world and of posterity. Here 
are collected all those blessed fathers of the land, who 
rank in our veneration next to the evangelists of Holy 
Writ ; and here, also, are many, unpui'ificd from the 
fioreest oiTors of the age, and ready to propagate the 
religion of peace by violence. In the highest place 
sits Winthrop, — a man by whom the innocent and 
guilty miglit alike desire to be judged ; the first con- 
fiding in his integi'ity and wisdom, the latter hoping 
in his mildness. Next is Endicott, who would stand 
with his dra\vn sword at the gate of heaven, and resist 
to the death all pilgrims thither, except they travelled 
his own i)ath. The infant eyes of one in this assembly 
beheld the fagots blazing round the martyrs in Bloody 
IVIary's time ; in later life he dwelt long at Leyden, 
with the first who went from England for conscience* 
sake ; and now, in his weary age, it matters little 
where he lies down to die. There are others whose 
hearts were smitten in the liigh meridian of ambitious 
hope, and whose dreams still tempt them with the 
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pomp of the Old World and the din of its crowded 
cities, gleaming and echoing over the deep. In the 
midst, and in the centre of all eyes, we see the woman. 
She stands loftily before her judges with a determined 
brow ; and, unknown to herself, there is a flash of car- 
nal pride half hidden in her eye, as she surveys the 
many learned and famous men whom her doctrines 
have put in fear. They question her; and her an- 
swers are ready and acute : she reasons with them 
shrewdly, and brings Scripture in support of every ar- 
gument. The deepest controversialists of that scholas- 
tic day find here a woman, whom all their trained and 
sharpened intellects are inadequate to foil. But, by 
the excitement of the contest, her heart is made to rise 
and swell within her, and she bursts forth into elo- 
quence. She tells them of the long imquietness which 
she had endured in England, perceiving the corruption 
of the Church, and yearning for a purer and more per- 
fect light, and how, in a day of solitary ptayer, that 
light was given. She claims for herself the peculiar 
power of distinguishing between the chosen of man 
and the sealed of Heaven, and affirms that her gifted 
eye can see the glory round the foreheads of saints, so- 
journing in their mortal state. She declares herself 
commissioned to separate the true shepherds from the 
false, and denounces present and future judgments on 
the land, if she be disturbed in her celestial errand. 
Thus the accusations are proved from her own mouth. 
Her judges hesitate, and some speak faintly in her de- 
fence ; but, with a few dissenting voices, sentence is 
pronounced, bidding her go out from among them, and 
trouble the land no more. 

Mrs. Hutchinson's adherents throughout the colony 
were now disarmed ; and she proceeded to Bhode 1st 
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and, an aooustomocl rcfiijj^e for the exiles of Massa^ 
ehiisetts in all seasons of persecution. Her enemies 
bi'lieved that the an<i;er of Heaven was following her, 
of whieh Governor Winthrop does not disdain to re- 
cord a notable instance*, very interesting in a scientific 
l)<)int of view, l)ut fitter for his old and homely narra- 
tive than for nio<lern repetition. In a little time, also, 
she lost her husband, wlio Ls mentioned in history only 
as attending hc^r footstei)s, and whom we may conclude 
to have been (like most husbands of celebrated wo- 
men) a mere insignificant appendage of his mightier 
wife. She now grew uneasy away from the Rhode Isl- 
and colonists, whose lil>ei*ality towarcLs her, at an era 
when liberality was not esteemed a Cliristian viiiue, 
])robably arose from a conij^arative insolicitude on re- 
ligious matters, more distasteful to Mrs. Hutchinson 
than even the unc()mi)romising narrowness of tlie Pu- 
ritans. Her final movement was to lead her family 
within the limits of the Dutch jurisdiction, where, 
having felled the trees of a virgin soil, she became 
herself the virtual head, civil and ecclesiastical, of a 
little coLmy. 

Perha})s lua^e she found the repose hitherto so vainly 
sought. Secluded from all whose faith she could not 
govern, surrounded by the dependants over whom she 
lield an unlimited influence, agitated by none of the 
tumultuous billows which were left swelling behind 
her, we may supi)ose that, in the stillness of Nature, 
her heart was stilled. But her imjjressive story was 
to have an awful close. Her last scene is as difficult 
to be described as a shipwreck, where the shrieks of 
tlie victims die unheard, along a desolate sea, and a 
shapeless mass of agony is iill that can be brought 
home to the imagination. The savage foe was on the 
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watch for blood. Sixteen persons assembled at the 
evening prayer : in the deep midnight their cry rang 
through the forest; and daylight dawned upon the 
lifeless clay of all but one. It was a circumstance 
not to be unnoticed by our stem ancestors, in consid- 
ering the fate of her who had so troubled their reUg- 
ion, that an infant daughter, the sole survivor amid 
the terrible destruction of her mother's household, was 
bred in a barbarous faith, and never learned the way 
to the Christian's heaven. Yet we will hope that there 
the mother and child have met. 



SIR WILLIAM PHIPS. 

Few of the personages of past times (except such 
as liavo gained renown in fireside legends as well as 
in written liistory) are anything more tlian mere 
names to their successors. They seldom stand up in 
our imaginations like men. The knowledge connnu- 
nicatcd by the historian and biographer is analogous 
to that which we acquire of a country by the map, — 
minute, 2)crhaps, and accui^ate, and available for all 
necessary purposes, but cold and naked, and wholly 
destitute of the mimic cliann produced by landscape- 
jiainting. These defects are i)artly remediable, and 
even without an absolute violation of literal truth, 
although by methods right f idly interdicted to profes- 
sors of biographical exactness. A license nmst be as- 
sumed in brightening the materials which time has 
rusted, and in tracing out hidf -obliterated inscriptions 
on the colunms of antiquity : Fancy must throw her 
reviving light on the faded incidents that indicate 
character, wlience a ray will be reflected, more or less 
vividly, on the i)erson to be described. The portrait 
of tlie ancient governor wliose name stands at the 
head of this ai*ticle will owe any interest it may pos- 
sess, not to his internal self, but to certain pecidiari- 
ties of his fortune. These must be briefly noticed. 

The bii-th and early life of Sir William Phips were 
rather an extraordinary j^relude to his subsequent dis- 
tinction, lie was one of the twenty-six children of a 
gunsmith, who exercised his trade — where hunting 
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and war must have given it a full encouragement — 
in a small frontier settlement near the mouth of the 
river Kennebec. Within the boundaries of the Pu- 
ritan provinces, and wherever those governments ex- 
tended an effectual sway, no depth nor solitude of the 
wilderness could exclude youth from all the conunon 
opportunities of moral, and far more than common 
ones of religious education. Each settlement of the 
Pilgrims was a little piece of the Old World inserted 
into the New. It was like Gideon's fleece, imwet with 
dew : the desert wind that breathed over it left none 
of its wild influences there. But the first settlers of 
Maine and New Hampshire were led thither entirely 
by carnal motives : their governments were feeble, un- 
certain, sometimes nominally annexed to their sister 
colonies, and sometimes asserting a troubled indepen- 
dence. Their rulers might be deemed, in more than 
one instance, lawless adventurers, who foimd that se- 
curity in the forest which they had forfeited in Eu- 
rope. Their clergy (unlike that revered band who 
acquired so singular a fame elsewhere in New Eng- 
land) were too often destitute of the religious fervor 
which should have kept them in the track of virtue, un- 
aided by the restraints of human law and the dread of 
worldly dishonor ; and there are records of lamentable 
lapses on the part of those holy men, which, if we may 
argue the disorder of the sheep from the unfitness of 
the shepherd, tell a sad tale as to the morality of the 
eastern provinces. In this state of society, the future 
governor grew up ; and many years after, sailing with 
a fleet and an army to make war upon the French, 
he pointed out the very hills where he had reached 
the age of manhood, unskilled even to read and write. 
The contrast between the commencement and close of 
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his life was the effect of casual circumstances. During 
a considerable time, he was a mariner, at a period 
when there was much license on the high-seas. After 
attaining to some rank in the English navy, he heard 
of an ancient Spanish wreck off the coast of His- 
paniola, of such mighty value, that, according to the 
stories of the day, the simken gold might be seen to 
glisten, and the diamonds to flash, as the triumphant 
billows tossed about their spoil. These treasures of 
the deep (by the aid of certain noblemen who claimed 
the lion's share) Sir William Phips sought for, and 
recovered, and was sufficiently enriched, even after an 
honest settlement with the partners of his adventure. 
That tlie land might give him honor, as the sea had 
given him wealth, he received knighthood from King 
James. Returning to New England, he professed re- 
pentance of his sins (of which, from the nature both 
of his early and more recent life, there could scarce 
fail to be some slight accumulation), was baptized, 
and, on the accession of the Prince of Orange to the 
throne, became the first governor under the second 
charter. And now, having arranged these prelimi- 
naries, we shall attempt to picture forth a day of Sir 
William's life, introducing no very remarkable events, 
because history supplies us with none such convertible 
to our purpose. 

It is the forenoon of a day in summer, shortly after 
the governor's arrival ; and he stands upon his door- 
steps, preparatory to a walk through the metropolis. 
Sir William is a stout man, an inch or two below the 
middle size, and rather beyond the middle point of 
life. His dress is of velvet, — a dark purple, broadly 
embroidered ; and his sword-hilt and the lion's head 
of his cane display specimens of the gold from the 
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Spanish wreck. On his head, in the fashion of the 
court of Louis XIV., is a superb, full-bottomed peri- 
wig, amid whose heap of ringlets his face shows like a 
rough pebble in the setting that befits a diamond. 
Just emerging from the door are two footmen, — one 
an African slave of shining ebony, the other an Eng- 
lish bond-servant, the property of the governor for a 
term of years. As Sir William comes down the steps, 
he is met by three elderly gentlemen in black, grave 
and solemn as three tombstones on a ramble from the 
burying - ground. These are ministers of the town, 
among whom we recognize Dr. Increase Mather, the 
late provincial agent at the English court, the author 
of the present governor's appointment, and the right 
arm of his administration. Here follow many bows 
and a deal of angular politeness on both sides. Sir 
William professes his anxiety to reenter the house, 
and give audience to the reverend gentlemen : they, on 
the other hand, cannot think of interrupting his walk ; 
and the courteous dispute is concluded by a junction 
of the parties ; Sir William and Dr. Mather setting 
forth side by side, the two other clergymen forming 
the centre of the column, and the black and white 
footmen bringing up the rear. The business in hand 
relates to the dealings of Satan in the town of Salem. 
Upon this subject, the principal ministers of the prov- 
ince have been consulted ; and these three eminent 
persons are their deputies, commissioned to express a 
doubtf id opinion, implying, upon the whole, an exhor- 
tation to speedy and vigorous measures against the ac- 
cused. To such counsels Sir William, bred in the 
forest and on the ocean, and tinctured with the super- 
stition of both, is well inclined to listen. 

As the dignitaries of Church and State make their 
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way l)encath the ovorhanglnj;; houses, the lattices are 
thrust ajar, and you may discern, just in the boun- 
daries of light and shade, the prun faees of the little 
Puritan damsels, e^ing the magnifieent governor, and 
en\aous of the bolder curiosity of the men. Another 
ol)jeet of almost equal intei-est now appeal's in the mid- 
dle of the way. It is a man clad in a hunting-shii-t 
and Indian stockings, and armed with a long gim. 
I lis feet have been wet with the waters of many an 
inland lake and stream ; and the leaves and twigs of 
tlie tangled wilderness are intertwined with his gar- 
ments : on his head he wears a trophy which we would 
not venture to record mthout good evidence of the 
fact, — a wig made of the long and straight black hair 
of his slain savage enemies. Tliis grim old heathen 
stands bewildered in tlie midst of King Street. The 
governor regards Imn attentively, and, recognizing a 
playmate of his youth, accosts him with a gracious 
smile, inipiires as to tlie prosperity of their birthplace, 
and the life or death of their ancient neighbors, and 
makes ai)propriate remarks on the different stations 
allotted by foi-tune to two individuals bom and bred 
beside the same wild river. Finally he puts into his 
hand, at parting, a shilling of the Massachusetts coin- 
age, stamped with the figure of a stubbed pine-ti-ee, 
mistaken by King Charles for the oak, which saved 
his royal life. Then all the people praise the humility 
and bomitifulness of the good governor, who struts on- 
ward flourishing his gold-headed cane ; while the gen- 
tleman in the straight black wig is left with a pretty 
accurate idea of the distance between himself and his 
old companion. 

Meantime, Sir William steers his course towards the 
town dock. A gallant figui'e is seen approaching on 
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the opposite side of the street, in a naval uniform pro- 
fusely laced, and with a cutlass swinging by his side. 
This is Captain Shoii, the commander of a frigate in 
the service of the English king, now lying in the har- 
bor. Sir William bristles up at sight of him, and 
crosses the street with a lowering front, unmindful of 
the hints of Dr. Mather, who is awai^e of an unsettled 
dispute between the captain and the governor, relative 
to the authority of the latter over a king's ship on the 
provincial station. Into this thorny subject. Sir Wil- 
liam plunges headlong. The cai)tain makes answer 
with less deference than the dignity of the potentate 
requires : the affair grows hot ; and the clergymen en- 
deavor to interfere in the blessed capacity of peace- 
makers. The governor lifts his cane ; and the cap- 
tain lays his hand upon his sword, but is prevented 
from drawing by the zealous exertions of Dr. Mather. 
There is a furious stamping of feet, and a mighty up- 
roar from every mouth, in the midst of which his Ex- 
cellency inflicts several very sufficient whacks on the 
head of the unhappy Short. Having thus avenged 
himself by manual force, as befits a woodman and a 
mariner, he vindicates the insulted majesty of the gov- 
ernor by committing his antagonist to prison. This 
done. Sir William removes his periwig, wipes away 
the sweat of the encoimter, and gradually composes 
himself, giving vent to a few oaths, like the subsiding 
ebullitions of a pot that has boiled over. 

It being now near twelve o'clock, the three ministers 
are bidden to dinner at the governor's table, where the 
party is completed by a few Old Charter senators, — 
men reared at the feet of the Pilgrims, and who re- 
member the days when Cromwell was a nursing-father 
to New England. Sir William presides with com- 



mendable deoomm till graoe is said and the olotih xe- 
moved. Then, as the grape-joioe glides warm into 
the ventricles of his heart, it produces a change, like 
that of a running stream upon enchanted shapes ; and 
the rude man of the sea and wilderness appears in the 
very chair where the stately governor sat down. He 
overflows with jovial tales of the forecastle and of his 
father's hut, and stares to see the gravity of his guests 
become more and more portentous in exact proportion 
as his own merriment increases. A noise of dram and 
fife fortunately breaks up the senoiu 

The governor and his guests go f orili, like men 
bound upon some grave business, to inspect the train* 
bands of the town. A great crowd of people is col- 
lected on the Common, composed of whole familieiti 
from the hoary grandsire to the child of three years. 
All ages and both sexes look with interest on the ar- 
ray of their defenders ; and here and there stand a 
few dark Indians in their blankets, dull spectators of 
the strength that has swept away their race. The sol- 
diers wear a proud and martial mien, conscions that 
beauty will reward them with her approving glances ; 
not to mention that there are a few less influential mo* 
tives to contribute to keep up an heroic spirit, such as 
the dread of being made to " ride the wooden horse** 
(a very disagreeable mode of equestrian exercise, — 
hard riding, in the strictest sense), or of being " laid 
neck and heels," in a position of more compendions- 
ness than comfort Sir William perceives some error 
in their tactics, and places himself with drawn sword 
at their head. After a variety of weaiy evolutions, 
evening begins to fall, like the veil of gray and misty 
years that have rolled betwixt that warlike band and 
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ns. They are drawn into a hollow sqaare, the officers 
in the centre ; and the governor (for John Dunton's 
authority will bear us out in this particidar) leans his 
h^ds upon his sword-hilt, and closes the exercises of 
the day with a prayer. 



SIR WILLIAM PEPPERELL. 

The mighty man of Kittery has a double claim to 
remembrance. lie was a famous general, the most 
prominent military character in our ante-Revolution- 
aiy annals ; and he may be taken as the representar 
tive of a class of warriors })eculiar to their age and 
coimtry, — true citizen-soldiers, who diversified a life 
of commerce or agiiculture by the episode of a city 
sacked, or a battle won, and, having stamped their 
names on the page of history, went back to the routine 
of pcacef id occupation. Sir William Pepperell's letters, 
written at the most critical period of his career, and 
his conduct then and at other times, indicate a man 
of plain good sense, with a large share of quiet reso- 
lution, and but little of an enterprising spirit, unless 
aroused by external circmnstances. The Methodistic 
principles, with which he was slightly tinctured, in- 
stead of impelling him to extravagance, assimilated 
themselves to his orderly habits of thought and action. 
Thus respectably endowed, we find him, when near 
the age of fifty, a merchant of weight in foreign and 
domestic trade, a provincial counsellor, and colonel of 
the York County militia, filling a large space in the 
eyes of his generation, but likely to gain no other post- 
humous memorial than the letters on his tombstone, 
because imdistinguished from the many worshipful 
gentlemen who had lived prosperously and died peace- 
fully before him. But in the year 1745, an expedition 
was projected against Louisburg, a walled city of the 
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French in the island of Cape Breton. The idea of re- 
ducing this strong fortress was conceived by William 
Vaughan, a bold, energetic, and imaginative adven- 
turer, and adopted by Governor Shirley, the most 
bustling, though not the wisest, ruler, that ever pre- 
sided over Massachusetts. His influence at its utmost 
stretch carried the measure by a majority of only one 
vote in the legislature : the other New England prov- 
inces consented to lend their assistance ; and the next 
point was to select a commander from among the gen- 
tlemen of the country, none of whom had the least par- 
ticle of scientific soldiership, although some were ex- 
perienced in the irregular warfare of the frontiers. 
In the absence of the usual qualifications for military 
rank, the choice was guided by other motives, and fell 
upon Colonel Pepperell, who, as a landed proprietor 
in three provinces, and popidar with all classes of peo- 
ple, might draw the greatest number of recruits to his 
banner. When this doubtful speculation was pro- 
posed to the prudent merchant, he sought advice from 
the celebrated Whitefield, then an itinerant preacher 
in the country, and an object of vast antipathy to 
many of the settled ministers. The response of the 
apostle of Methodism, though dark as those of the 
Oracle of Delphos, intimating that the blood of the 
slain would be laid to Colonel Pepperell's charge in 
case of failure, and that the envy of the living would 
persecute him if victorious, decided him to gird on his 
armor. That the French might be taken unawares, 
the legislature had been laid under an oath of secrecy 
whUe their deliberations should continue ; this precau- 
tion, however, was nullified by the pious perjury of a 
country member of the lower house, who, in the per- 
formance of domestic worship at his lodgings, broke 
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into a fervent and involuntary petition for the success 
of the enterprise against Louisburg. We of the pres- 
ent generation, whose hearts have never been heated 
and amalgamated by one universal passion, and who 
are, perhaps, less excitable in the mass than our 
fathers, cannot easily conceive the enthusiasm with 
which the people seized upon the project. A desire to 
prove in the eyes of England the courage of her prov- 
inces; the real necessity for the destruction of this 
Dunkirk of America ; the hope of private advantage ; 
a remnant of the old Puritan detestation of Papist 
idolatry ; a strong hereditary hatred of the French, 
who, for half a hundred years, had shed the blood of 
the English settlers in concert with the savages ; the 
natural proneness of the New-Englanders to engage in 
temporary imdertakings, even though doubtful and 
hazardous, — such were some of the motives which 
soon drew together a host, comprehending nearly all 
the effective force of the country. The officers were 
grave deacons, justices of the peace, and other similar 
dignitaries ; and in the ranks were many warm house- 
holders, sons of rich farmers, mechanics in thriving 
business, husbands weary of their wives, and bachelors 
disconsolate for want of them. The disciples of White- 
field also turned their excited imaginations in this di- 
rection, and increased the resemblance borne by the 
provincial army to the motley assemblages of the first 
Crusaders. A part of the peculiarities of the affair 
may be grouped in one picture, by selecting the mo- 
ment of General Pepperell's embarkation. 

It is a bright and breezy day of March ; and about 
twenty small white clouds are scudding seaward before 
the wind, airy forerunners of the fleet of privateers and 
transports that spread their sails to the sunshine in the 
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harbor. The tide is at its height ; and the gunwale of a 
barge alternately rises above the wharf, and then sinks 
from view, as it lies rocking on the waves in readiness 
to convey the general and his suite on board the Shir- 
ley galley. In the background, the dark wooden dwell- 
ings of the town have poured forth their inhabitants ; 
and this way rolls an earnest throng, with the great 
man of the day walking in the midst. Before him 
struts a guard of honor, selected from the yeomanry 
of his own neighborhood, and stout young rustics in 
their Sunday clothes ; next appear six figures who de- 
mand our more minute attention. He in the centre is 
the general, a well-proportioned man, with a slight 
hoar-frost of age just visible upon him ; he views the 
fleet in which he is about to embark with no stronger 
expression than a calm anxiety, as if he were sending 
a freight of his own merchandise to Europe. A scar- 
let British uniform, made of the best of broadcloth, be- 
cause imported by himself, adorns his person ; and in 
the left pocket of a large bufE waistcoat, near the pom- 
mel of his sword, we see the square protuberance of 
a small Bible, which certainly may benefit his pious 
soul, and, perchance, may keep a bullet from his body. 
The middle-aged gentleman at his right hand, to whom 
he pays such grave attention, in silk, gold, and velvet, 
and with a pair of spectacles thrust above his fore- 
head, is Governor Shirley. The quick motion of his 
small eyes in their puckered sockets, his grasp on one 
of the general's bright military buttons, the gesticula- 
tion of his forefinger, keeping time with the earnest 
rapidity of his words, have all something characteris- 
tic. His mind is calculated to fill up the wild concep- 
tions of other men with its own minute ingenuities ; 
and he seeks, as it were, to climb up to the moon by 
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piling pebble-stones one upon another. He is now im- 
pressing on the general's recollection the voluminons 
details of a plan for surprising Louisburg in the depth 
of midnight, and thus to finish the campaign within 
twelve hours after the arrival of the troops. On the 
left, forming a striking contrast with the unruffled de- 
portment of Pepperell, and the fidgety vehemence of 
Shirley, is the martial figure of Yaughan : with one 
hand he has seized the general's arm ; and he points 
the other to the sails of the vessel fluttering in the 
breeze, while the fire of his inward enthusiasm glows 
through his dark complexion, and flashes in tips of 
flame from his eyes. Another pale and emaciated per- 
son, in neglected and scarcely decent attire, and distin- 
guished by the abstracted fervor of his manner, presses 
through the crowd, and attempts to lay hold of Pep- 
perell' s skirt. He has spent years in wild and shad- 
owy studies, and has searched the crucible of the alche- 
mist for gold, and wasted the life allotted him, in a 
weary effort to render it immortal. The din of war- 
like preparation has broken in upon his solitude ; and 
he comes forth with a fancy of his half -maddened 
brain, — the model of a flying bridge, — by which the 
army is to be transported into the heart of the hostile 
fortress with the celerity of magic. But who is this, 
of the mild and venerable countenance shaded by locks 
of a hallowed whiteness, looking like Peace with its 
gentle thoughts in the midst of uproar and stern de- 
signs ? It is the minister of an inland parish, who, 
after much prayer and fasting, advised by the elders 
of the church and the wife of his bosom, has taken 
his staff, and journeyed townward. The benevolent 
old man would fain solicit the general's attention to 
a method of avoiding danger from the explosion of 
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mines, and of overcoming the city without bloodshed 
of friend or enemy. We start as we turn from this 
picture of Christian love to the dark enthusiast dose 
beside him, — a preacher of the new sect, in every 
wrinkled line of whose visage we can read the stormy 
passions that have chosen religion for their outlet. 
Woe to the wretch that shall seek mercy there I At 
his back is slung an axe, wherewith he goes to hew 
down the carved altars and idolatrous images in the 
Popish churches ; and over his head he rears a ban- 
ner, which, as the wind unfolds it, displays the motto 
given by Whitefield, — Christo Duce, — in letters red 
as blood. But the tide is now ebbing ; and the gen- 
eral makes his adieus to the governor, and enters the 
boat : it bounds swiftly over the waves, the holy ban- 
ner fluttering in the bows: a huzza from the fleet 
comes riotously to the shore ; and the people thunder 
back their many- voiced reply. 

When the expedition sailed, the projectors could not 
reasonably rely on assistance from the mother-country. 
At Canso, however, the fleet was strengthened by a 
squadron of British ships-of-the-line and frigates, un- 
der Commodore Warren; and this circumstance un- 
doubtedly prevented a discomfiture, although the active 
business, and all the dangers of the siege, fell to the 
share of the provincials. If we had any confidence 
that it could be done with half so much pleasure to 
the reader as to ourself , we would present a whole gal- 
lery of pictures from these rich and fresh historic 
scenes. Never, certainly, since man first indulged his 
instinctive appetite for war, did a queerer and less 
manageable host sit down before a hostile city. The 
officers, drawn from the same class of citizens with the 
rank and file, had neither the power to institute an 
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awful discipKne, nor enough of the trained soldier's 
spirit to attempt it. Of headlong valor, when occar 
sion offered, there was no lack, nor of a readiness to 
encounter severe fatigue ; but, with few intermissions, 
the provincial army made the siege one long day of 

* frolic and disorder. Conscious that no military vir- 
tues of their own deserved the prosperous result which 

' followed, they insisted that Heaven had fought as man- 
ifestly on their side as ever on that of Israel in the 
battles of the Old Testament. We, however, if we 
consider the events of after-years, and confine our view 
to a period shoi-t of the Revolution, might doubt 
whether the victory was granted to our fathers as a 
blessing or as a judgment. Most of the young men 
who had left their paternal firesides, sound in constitu- 
tion, and pure in morals, if they returned at all, re- 
turned with ruined health, and with minds so broken 
up by the interval of riot, that they never after could 
resume the habits of good citizenship. A lust for mil- 
itary glory was also awakened in the country ; and 
France and England gratified it with enough of 
slaughter; the former seeking to recover what she 
had lost, the latter to complete the conquest which the 
colonists had begun. There was a brief season of re- 
pose, and then a fiercer contest, raging almost from 
end to end of North America. Some went forth, and 
met the red men of the wilderness ; and when years 
had rolled, and the settler came in pea<je where they 
had come in war, there he found their unburied bones 
among the fallen boughs and withered leaves of many 
autumns. Others were foremost in the battles of the 
Canadas, till, in the day that saw the downfall of the 
French dominion, they poured their blood with WoKe 
on the Heights of Abraham. Through all this troubled 

VOL. XII. 16 
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time, the flower of the youth were cut down by the 
sword, or died of physical diseases, or became unprof- 
itable citizens by moral ones contracted in the camp 
and field. Dr. Douglass, a shrewd Scotch physician 
of the last century, who died before war had gathered 
in half its harvest, computes that many thousand 
blooming damsels, capable and well inclined to serve 
the state as wives and mothers, were compelled to lead 
lives of barren celibacy by the consequences of the 
successful siege of Louisburg. But we wiU not sad- 
den ourselves with these doleful thoughts, when we 
are to witness the triumphal entry of the victors into 
the surrendered town. 

The thundering of drums, irregularly beaten, grows 
more and more distinct, and the shattered strength of 
the western wall of Louisbui'g stretches out before the 
eye, f oi*ty feet in height, and far overtopped by a rock- 
built citadel. In yonder breach the broken timber, 
fractured stones, and cmmbling earth prove the eJBEect 
of the provincial cannon. The drawbridge is down 
over the wide moat ; the gate is open ; and the gen- 
eral and British commodore are received by the French 
authorities beneath the dark and lofiy portal arch. 
Through the massive gloom of this deep avenue there 
is a vista of the main street, bordered by high peaked 
houses, in the fashion of old France ; the view is ter- 
minated by the centre square of the city, in the midst 
of which rises a stone cross ; and shaven monks, and 
women with their children, are kneeling at its foot. 
A confused sobbing and half -stifled shrieks are heard, 
as the tumidtuous advance of the conquering army be- 
comes audible to those within the walls. By the light 
which falls through the archway, we perceive that a 
few months have somewhat changed the general's 
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mien, giving it* the freedom of one acquainted with 
peril, and accustomed to command; nor, amid hopes 
of more solid reward, does he appear insensible to the 
thought that posterity will remember his name among 
those renowned in arms. Sir Peter Warren, who re- 
ceives with him the enemy's submission, is a rough 
and haughty English seaman, greedy of fame, but 
despising those who have won it for him. Pressing 
forward to the portal, sword in hand, comes a comical 
figure in a brown suit, and blue yam stockings, with a 
huge frill sticking forth from his bosom, to which the 
whole man seems an appendage : this is that famous 
worthy of Plymouth County, who went to the war 
with two plain shirts and a ruffled one, and is now 
about to solicit the post of governor in Louisburg. In 
close vicinity stands Vaughao, worn down with toil 
and exposure, the effect of which has fallen upon him 
at once in the moment of accomplished hope. The 
group is filled up by several British officers, who fold 
their arms, and look with scornful merriment at the 
provincial army, as it stretches far behind in garments 
of every hue, resembling an immense strip of patch- 
work carpeting thrown down over the uneven ground. 
In the nearer ranks we may discern the variety of 
ingredients that compose the mass. Here advance 
a row of stem, unmitigable fanatics, each of whom 
clinches his teeth, and grasps his weapon with a fist 
of iron, at sight of the temples of the ancient faith, 
with the sunlight glittering on their cross - crowned 
spires. Others examine the surrounding country, and 
send scrutinizing glances through the gateway, anx- 
ious to select a spot, whither the good woman and her 
little ones in the Bay Province may be advantageously 
transported. Some, who drag their diseased limbs for- 
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ward in weariness and pain, have made the wretched 
exchange of health or life for what share of fleeting 
glory may fall to them among four thousand men. 
liiit these are all exceptions, and the exulting feelings 
of the general host comhine in an expression like that 
of a broad laugh on an honest countenance. They roll 
onward riotously, flourishing their muskets above their 
heads, shuffling their heavy heels into an instinctive 
dance, and roaring out some holy verse from the New 
England Psalmody, or those harsh old warlike stanzas 
which tell the story of " Lovell's Fight." Thus they 
pour along, till the battered town and the rabble of its 
conquerors, and the shouts, the drums, the singing, and 
the laughter, grow dim, and die away from Fancy's 
eye and ear. 

The aims of Great Britain were not crowned by a 
more brilliant achievement during that unprosperous 
war ; and, in adjusting the terms of a subsequent peace, 
Louisburg was an equivalent for many losses nearer 
home. The English, with very pardonable vanity, at- 
tributed the conquest chiefly to the valor of the naval 
force. On the Continent of Europe, our fathers met 
with greater justice, and Voltaire has ranked this en- 
terprise of the husbandmen of New England among 
the most remarkable events in the reign of Louis XV. 
The ostensible leaders did not fail of reward. Shirley, 
originally a lawj^er, was commissioned in the regular 
army, and rose to the supreme military conmiand in 
America. Warren, also, received honors and profes- 
sional rank, and aiTogated to himself, without scruple, 
the whole crop of laurels gathered at Louisburg. Pep- 
perell was placed at the head of a royal regiment, and, 
first of his countrymen, was distinguished by the title 
of baronet. Vaughan alone, who had been soul of the 
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deed from its adventurous conception till the trium- 
phant close, and in every danger and every hardship 
had exhibited a rare union of ardor and perseverance, 
— Vaughan was entirely neglected, and died in Lon- 
don, whither he had gone to make known his claims. 
After the great era of his life. Sir William Pepperell 
did not distinguish himself either as a warrior or a 
statesman. He spent the remainder of his days in all 
the pomp of a colonial grandee, and laid down his 
aristocratic head among the humbler ashes of his fa- 
thers, just before the commencement of the earliest 
troubles between England and America. 



THOMAS GREEN FESSENDEN. 

Thomas Green Fessenden was the eldest of nine 
children of the liev. Thomas Fessenden. He was bom 
on the 22d of April, 1771, at Walpole, in New Hamp- 
shire, where his father, a man of learning and talent, 
was long settled in the ministry. On the maternal 
side, likewise, he was of clerical extraction ; his moth- 
er, whose piety and amiable qualities are remembered 
by her descendants, being the daughter of the Rev. 
Samuel Kendal, of New Salem. The early education 
of Thomas Green was chiefly at the common school of 
his native place, under the tuition of students from the 
college at Hanover ; and such was his progress, that 
he became himself the instructor of a school in New 
Salem at the age of sixteen. He spent most of his 
youthful days, however, in bodily labor upon the farm, 
thus contributing to the support of a numerous family; 
and the practical knowledge of agriculture which he 
then obtained was long afterwards applied to the ser- 
vice of the public. Opportunities for cultivating his 
mind were afforded him, not only in his father's library, 
but by the more miscellaneous contents of a large 
bookstore. He had passed the age of twenty-one when 
his inclination for mental pursuits determined him to 
become a student at Dartmouth College. His father 
being able to give but little assistance, his chief re- 
sources at college consisted in his wages as teacher of 
a village school during the vacations. At times, also, 
he gave instruction to an evening class in psalmody. 
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From his childhood upward, Mr. Fessenden had 
shown symptoms of that humorous turn which after- 
wards so strongly marked his writings ; but his first 
effort in verse, as he himself told me, was made dur- 
ing his residence at college. The themes, or exercises, 
of his fellow-students in English composition, whether 
prose or rhyme, were well characterized by the lack 
of native thought and feeling, the cold pedantry, the 
mimicry of classic models, common to all such produc- 
tions. Mr. Fessenden had the good taste to disapprove 
of these vapid and spiritless performances, and re- 
solved to strike out a new course for himself. On one 
occasion, when his classmates had gone through with 
their customary round of verbiage and threadbare sen- 
timent, he electrified them and their instructor. Presi- 
dent Wheelock, by reading "Jonathan's Courtship." 
There has never, to this day, been produced by any 
of our countrymen a more original and truly Yankee 
effusion. He had caught the rare art of sketching 
famUiar manners, and of throwing into verse the very 
spirit of society as it existed around him ; and he had 
imbued each line with a peculiar yet perfectly natural 
and homely humor. This excellent ballad compels me 
to regret, that, instead of becoming a satirist in poli- 
ties and science, and wasting his sti'cngth on tempo- 
rary and evanescent topics, he had not continued to be 
a rural poet. A volume of such sketches as " Jona- 
than's Courtship," describing various aspects of life 
among the yeomanry of New England, could not have 
failed to gain a permanent place in American litera- 
ture. The effort in question met with imexampled 
success : it ran through the newspapers of the day, 
reappeared on the other side of the Atlantic, and was 
warmly applauded by the English critics, nor has it 
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yet lost its popularity. New editions may be found 
eveiy yeai* at the ballad-stalls ; and I saw last sum- 
mer, on the veteran author's table, a broadside copy 
of his maiden poem, which he had himself bought in 
the street. 

Mr. Fessenden passed through college with a fair 
reputation for scholarship, and took his degree in 1796. 
It had been his father's wish that he should imitate 
the exami)le of some of his ancestors on both sides, by 
devoting himself to the ministry. He, however, pre- 
ferred the law, and commenced the study of that pro- 
fession at Rutland, in Vermont, with Nathaniel Chip- 
man, then the most eminent practitioner in the State. 
After his admission to the bar, Mr. Chipman received 
him into partnership. But Mr. Fessenden was ill 
qualified to succeed in the profession of law, by his 
simplicity of character, and his utter inability to ac- 
quire an ordinary share of shrewdness and worldly 
wisdom. Moreover, the success of " Jonathan's Court- 
ship," and other poetical effusions, had turned his 
thoughts from law to literature, and had procured him 
the acquaintance of several literary luminaries of those 
days ; none of whose names, probably, have survived 
to our own generation, save that of Joseph Dennie, 
once esteemed the finest writer in America. His in- 
tercourse with these people tempted Mr. Fessenden to 
spend much time in writing for newspapers and peri- 
odicals. A taste for scientific pursuits still further 
diverted him from his legal studies, and soon engaged 
him in an affair which influenced the complexion of 
all his after-life. 

A Mr. Langdon had brought forward a newly in- 
vented hydraulic machine, which was supposed to pos- 
sess the power of raising water to a greater height 
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than had hitherto been considered possible. A com- 
pany of mechanics and others became interested in this 
macliine, and appointed Mr. Fessenden their agent 
for the purpose of obtaining a patent in London. He 
was, likewise, a member of the company. Mr. Fes- 
senden was urged to hasten his departure, in conse- 
quence of a report that certain persons had acquired 
the secret of the invention, and were determined to an- 
ticipate the proprietors in securing a patent. Scarcely 
time was allowed for testing the efficacy of the machine 
by a few hasty experiments, which, however, appeared 
satisfactory. Taking passage immediately, Mr. Fes- 
senden arrived in London on the 4th of July, 1801, 
and waited on Mr. King, then our minister, by whom 
he was introduced to Mr. Nicholson, a gentleman of 
eminent scientific reputation. After thoroughly ex- 
amining the invention, Mr. Nicholson gave an opinion 
unfavorable to its merits ; and the question was soon 
settled by a letter from one of the Vermont proprie- 
tors to Mr. Fessenden, informing him that the appar- 
ent advantages of the machine had been found alto- 
gether deceptive. In short, Mr. Fessenden had been 
lured from his profession and country by as empty a 
bubble as that of the perpetual motion. Yet it is 
creditable both to his ability and energy, that, laying 
hold of what was really valuable in Langdon's con- 
trivance, he constructed the model of a machine for 
raising water from coal-mines, and other great depths, 
by means of what he termed the " renovated pressure 
of the atmosphere." On communicating this inven- 
tion to Mr. Nicholson and other eminent mechani- 
cians, they acknowledged its originality and ingenuity, 
and thought that, in some situations, it might be use- 
ful. But the expenses of a patent in England, the 



250 BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES. 

difficulty of obtaiiiiii<^ patronage for such a project, 
and the uncertainty of the result, were obstacles too 
weighty to be overcome. Mr. Fessenden threw aside 
the scheme, and, after a two montlis' residence in Lon- 
don, was prei)aring to return home, when a new and 
characteristic adventure arrested him. 

lie received a visit, at his lodging in the Strand, 
from a person whom ho had never before seen, but 
who introduced himseK to his good-will as being like- 
wise an American. His business was of a nature well 
' calcidated to excite Mr. Fessenden's interest. He pro- 
duced the model of an ingenious contrivance for grind- 
ing coi*n. A patent had ah'eady been obtained ; and a 
comi)any, with the Lord Mayor of London at its head, 
was associated for the construction of mills upon this 
new principle. The inventor, according to his own 
story, had disposed of one foiu^th part of his patent 
for five hundred pounds, and was willing to accom- 
modate his coimtryman with another fourth. After 
some inquiry into the stranger's character and the ac- 
curacy of his statements, Mr. Fessenden became a pur- 
chaser of tlie share that was offered him; on what 
terms is not stated, but probably such as to involve his 
whole proj^erty in the adventure. The result was dis- 
astrous. The lord mayor soon withdrew his counte- 
nance from the project. It ultimately appeared that 
Mr. Fessenden was the only real purchaser of any part 
of the patent ; and, as the original patentee shortly af- 
terwards quitted the concern, the former was left to 
manage the business as he best could. With a perse- 
verance not less characteristic than his credulity, he 
associated himself with four partners, and undertook 
to superintend the construction of one of these patent- 
mills upon the Thames. But his associates, who were 
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men of no respectability, thwarted his plans ; and af- 
ter much toil of body, as well as distress of mind, he 
found himself utterly ruined, friendless and penniless, 
in the midst of London. No other event could have 
been anticipated, when a man so devoid of guile was 
thrown among a set of crafty adventurers. 

Being now in the situation in which many a literary 
man before him had been, he remembered the success 
of his fugitive poems, and betook himself to the pen 
as his most natural resource. A subject was offered 
him, in which no other poet would have found a theme 
for the Muse. It seemed to be his fatality to form 
connections with schemers of aU sorts ; and he had be- 
come acquainted with Benjamin Douglas Perkins, the 
patentee of the famous metallic tractors. These im- 
plements were then in great vogue for the cure of in- 
flammatory diseases, by removing the superfluous elec- 
tricity. Perkinism, as the doctrine of metallic tractors 
was styled, had some converts among scientific men, 
and many among the people, but was violently opposed 
by the regular corps of physicians and surgeons. Mr. 
Fessenden, as might be expected, was a believer in the 
efficacy of the tractors, and, at the request of Perkins, 
consented to make them the subject of a poem in Hu- 
dibrastic verse, the satire of which was to be levelled 
against their opponents. " Terrible Tractoration " was 
the result. It professes to be a poetical petition from 
Dr. Christopher Caustic, a medical gentleman who has 
been ruined by the success of the metallic tractors, 
and who applies to the Royal College of Physicians 
for relief and redress. The wits of the poor doctor 
have been somewhat shattered by his misfortunes; 
and, with crazy ingenuity, he contrives to heap ridi- 
cule on his medical brethren, under pretence of rail- 
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iiig against Perkinism. The poem is in four cantos, 
the first of which is the best, and the most characteiv 
istic of the author. It is oecuiried with Dr. Caustic's 
descrii)tion of his meclianical and scientific contriv- 
ances, embracing all sorts of possible and impossible 
projects ; every one of which, however, has a ridicu- 
lous 2)hiusibility. The inexhaustible variety in which 
they flow forth proves the author's invention unri- 
valled in its way. It shows what had been the nature 
of Mr. Fesseiiden's mental toil during his residence in 
London, continually brooding over the miracles of 
mechanism and science, his enthusiasm for which had 
cost him so dear. Long afterwards, speaking of the 
first concej^tion of this poem, the author told me that 
he had shaped it out during a solitary day's ramble 
in the outskirts of London ; and the character of Dr. 
Caustic so strongly imj^ressed itself on his mind, that, 
as he walked homeward through the crowded streets, 
he burst into frequent fits of laughter. The truth is, 
that, in the sketch of this wild projector, Mr. Fessen- 
den had caricatured some of his own features; and, 
when he laughed so heaiiiLly, it was at the perception 
of the resemblance. 

" Terrible Tractoration " is a work of strange and 
grotesque ideas aj^tly expressed : its rhymes are of a 
most singular character, yet fitting each to each as ac- 
curately as echoes. As in all Mr. Fessenden's produc- 
tions, there is great exactness in the language ; the 
author's thoughts being thrown off as distinctly as im- 
pressions from a type. In regard to the pleasure to 
be derived from reading this poem, there is room for 
diversity of taste ; but that it is an original and re- 
markable work, no person conq^etent to pass judgment 
on a literary question will deny. It was first pub- 
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lished early in the year 1803, in an octavo pamphlet 
of above fifty pages. Being highly applauded by the 
princijjal reviews, and eagerly purchased by the public, 
a new edition appeared at the end of two months, in a 
volume of nearly two hundred pages, illustrated with 
engravings. It received the praise of Gifford, the se- 
verest of English critics. Its continued success en- 
couraged the author to publish a volume of " Original 
Poems," consisting chiefly of his fugitive pieces from 
the American newspapers. This, also, was favorably 
received. He was now, what so few of his coimtrymen 
have ever been, a popular author in London ; and, in 
the midst of his triumphs, he bethought himself of his 
native land. 

Mr. Fessenden returned to America in 1804. He 
came back poorer than he went, but with an honora- 
ble rej^utation, and with imstained integrity, although 
his evil fortune had connected him with men far un- 
like himself. His fame had preceded him across the 
Atlantic. Shortlv before his arrival, an edition of 
" Terrible Tractoration " had been published at Phila- 
delphia, with a prefatory memoii* of the author, the 
tone of which proves that the American people felt 
themselves honored in the literary success of their 
countryman. Another edition appeared in New York, 
in 1806, considerably enlarged, with a new satire on 
the topics of the day. It is symptomatic of the course 
which the author had now adopted, that much of this 
new satire was directed against Democratic principles 
and the prominent upholders of them. This was soon 
followed by " Democracy Unveiled," a more elaborate 
attack on the same political party. 

In "Democracy Unveiled," our friend Dr. Caustic 
appears as a citizen of the United States, and pours 
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out six cantos of vitiii)eriitive verse, with copious notes 
of the same tenor, on the heads of President Jefferson 
and his su])poi*ters. Much of the satire is unpardon- 
al)ly coarse. The liti»rary merits of the work are in- 
ferior to those of " Terrible Tractoration ; " but it is 
no less originjJ and pecidiar. Even where the matter 
is a mei'e versification of newspaper slander, Dr CauEk 
tic's manner gives it an individuality not to be mis- 
tiiken. The b(K)k passed through three editions in the 
course of a few months. Its most pungent portions 
were coi)ied into all the o]>position i>rints ; its strange, 
jog-trot stanzas were familiar to every ear ; and Mr. 
Fcssenden may fairly be allowed the credit of having 
given expression to the feelings of the great Federal 
j)arty. 

On the 30th of August, 1806, Mr. Fessenden com- 
menced the pubhc^ation, at New York, of " The Weekly 
Inspector," a paj^er at fu-st of eight, and afterwards of 
sixteen, octavo pages. It ai)i)eared every Saturday. 
The character of this journal was mainly political ; but 
there are also a few flowers and sweet-scented twigs of 
literature intermixed among the nettles and burrs, 
which alone flourish in the arena of party strife. Its 
coliunns are profusely enriched with scraps of satirical 
verse, in which Dr. Caustic, in his capacity of ballad- 
maker to the Federal faction, spared not to celebrate 
every man or measure of government that was anywise 
susceptible of ridicule. Many of his prose articles are 
carefully and ably written, attacking not men so much 
as i^rinciples and measures ; and his deeply felt anx- 
iety for the welfare of his country sometimes gives 
an impressive dignity to his thoughts and style. The 
dread of French domination seems to have haunted 
him like a nightmare. But, in spite of the editor's 
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satirical reputation, " The Weekly Inspector " was too 
conscientious a paper, too sparingly spiced with the 
red pepper of personal abuse, to succeed in those out- 
rageous times. The publication continued but for a 
single year, at the end of which we find Mr. Fessen- 
den's valedictory to his readers. Its tone is despon- 
dent both as to the prospects of the country and his 
own private fortunes. The next token of his labors 
that has come imder my notice is a small volume of 
verse, published at Philadelphia in 1809, and alliter- 
atively entitled " Pills, Poetical, Political, and Philo- 
sophical; prescribed for the Purpose of purging the 
Public of Piddling Philosophers, Penny Poetasters, of 
Paltry Politicians, and Petty Partisans. By Peter 
Pepper -Box, Poet and Physician." This satire had 
been written during the embargo, but, not making its 
appearance till after the repeal of that measure, met 
with less success than " Democracy Unveiled." 

Everybody who has known Mr. Fessenden must 
have wondered how the kindest hearted man in all the 
world could have likewise been the most noted satirist 
of his day. For my part, I have tried in vain to form 
a conception of my venerable and peaceful friend as a 
champion in the stormy strife of party, flinging mud 
full in the faces of his foes, and shouting forth the 
bitter laughter that rang from border to border of the 
land ; and I can hardly believe, though well assured 
of it, that his antagonists should ever have meditated 
personal violence against the gentlest of human crea- 
tures. I am sure, at least, that Nature never meant 
him for a satirist. On careful examination of his 
works, I do not find in any of them the ferocity of 
the true blood-hound of literature, — such as Swift, or 
Churchill, or Cobbett, — which fastens upon the throat 
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of its victim, ami would fain drink his life-blood. In 
my oi)iiii()n, JVIr. Fessenden never felt the slightest 
l)or8onal ill-will against the objects of his satire, ex- 
cei)t, indeed, they luul endeavored to detract from his 
literary rei)iitation, — an offence which he resented 
with a poet's sensibility, and seldom failed to punish. 
With such exce])tioiis, his works are not properly sa- 
tirical, but the offsj^iing of a mind inexliaustibly fer- 
tile in ludicrous ideas, which it ai)i)ended to any topic 
in hand. At times, doubtless, the all-pervading frenzy 
of the times inspired him with a bitterness not his 
own. But, in the least defensible of his writings, he 
was influenced by an honest zeal for the public good. 
There was nothing mercenary in his connection with 
politics. To an antagonist, who had taunted him with 
being poor, he calmly replied, that he " need not have 
been accused of the crime of j)oveiiy, could he have 
prostituted his principles to party purposes, and be- 
come the hireling assassin of the dominant faction." 
Nor can there be a doubt that the administration would 
gladly have purcliased the pen of so popular a writer. 
I have gained hardly any information of Mr. Fes- 
senden's life between the years 1807 and 1812 ; at 
which latter period, and probably some time previous, 
he was settled at the village of Bellows Falls, on Con- 
necticut River, in the practice of the law. In May 
of that year, he had the good fortune to become ac- 
quainted with Miss Lydia Tuttle, daughter of Mr. 
John Tuttle, an independent and intelligent farmer at 
Littleton, Mass. She was then on a visit in Vermont. 
After her return home, a correspondence ensued be- 
tween this lady and Mr. Fessenden, and was continued 
till their marriage, in September, 1813. She was con- 
siderably younger than himself, but endowed with the 
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qualities most desirable in the wife of such a man ; 
and it would not be easy to overestimate how much his 
prosperity and happiness were increased by this union. 
Mrs. Fessenden could appreciate what was excellent in 
her husband, and supply what was deficient. In her 
affectionate good sense he found a substitute for the 
worldly sagacity which he did not possess, and could 
not learn. To her he intrusted the pecuniary cares, 
always so burdensome to a literary man. Her influ- 
ence restrained him from such imprudent enterpiises 
as had caused the misfortunes of his earlier years. 
She smoothed his path of life, and made it pleasant to 
him, and lengthened it ; for, as he once told me (I be- 
lieve it was while advising me to take, betimes, a sim- 
ilar treasure to myself), he would have been in his 
grave long ago, but for her care. 

Mr. Fessenden continued to practise law at Bellows 
Falls till 1815, when he removed to Brattleborough, 
and assumed the editorship of " The Brattleborough 
Reporter," a political newspaper. The following year, 
in compliance with a pressing invitation from the in- 
habitants, he returned to Bellows Falls, and edited, 
with much success, a literary and political paper, 
called " The Intelligencer." He held this employment 
till the year 1822, at the same time practising law, and 
composing a volume of poetry, " The Ladies' Monitor," 
besides compiling several works in law, the arts, and 
agriculture. During this part of his life, he usually 
spent sixteen hours of the twenty-four in study. In 
1822 he came to Boston as editor of " The New Eng- 
land Farmer," a weekly journal, the first established, 
and devoted principally to the diffusion of agricul- 
tural knowledge. 

His management of the " Farmer " met unreserved 
VOL. xn. 17 
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approbation. Having been bred upon a farm, and 
passed mucli of Lis later life in the country, and being 
thoroughly conversant with the writers on rural econ- 
omy, he was admirably qualified to conduct such a 
journal. It was extensively circulated throughout 
New England, and may be said to have fertilized the 
soil like rain from heaven. Numerous papers on the 
same plan spnmg up in various parts of the country ; 
but none attained the standard of their prototype. 
Besides his editorial labors, Mr. Fessenden published, 
from time to time, various compilations on agricul- 
tural subjects, or adaptations of English treatises to 
the use of the American husbandman. Verse he no 
longer wrote, except, now and then, an ode or song for 
some agricultural festivity. Ilis poems, being con- 
nected with topics of temporary interest, ceased to be 
read, now that the metallic tractors were thrown 
aside, and that the blending and merging of parties 
had created an entire change of political aspects, since 
the days of " Democracy Unveiled." The poetic lau- 
rel withered among his gray hairs, and dropped away, 
leaf by leaf. His name, once the most familiar, was 
forgotten in the list of American bards. I know not 
that this oblivion was to be regretted. Mr. Fessen- 
den, if my observation of his temperament be correct, 
was peculiarly sensitive and nervous in regard to the 
trials of authorship : a little censure did him more 
harm than much praise could do him good ; and me- 
thinks the repose of total neglect was better for him 
than a feverish notoriety. Were it worth while to 
imagine any other course for the latter part of his 
life, which he made so useful and so honorable, it 
might be wished that he could have devoted himself 
entirely to scientific research. He had a strong taste 
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for studies of that kind, and sometimes used to lament 
that his daily drudgery afforded him no leisure to com- 
pose a work on caloric, which subject he had thor- 
oughly investigated. 

In January, 1836, I became, and continued for a 
few months, an inmate of Mr. Fessenden's family. It 
was my first acquaintance with him. His image is be- 
fore my mind's eye at this moment ; slowly approach- 
ing me with a lamp in his hand, his hair gray, his face 
solemn and pale, his tall and portly figure bent with 
heavier infirmity than befitted his years. His dress, 
though he had improved in this particular since mid- 
dle life, was marked by a truly scholastic negligence. 
He greeted me kindly, and with plain, old-fashioned 
courtesy ; though I fancied that he somewhat regretted 
the interruption of his evening studies. After a few 
moments' talk, he invited me to accompany him to his 
study, and give my opinion on some passages of sa- 
tirical verse, which were to be inserted in a new edi- 
tion of " Terrible Tractoration." Years before, I had 
lighted on an illustrated copy of this poem, bestrewn 
with venerable dust, in a corner of a college library ; 
and it seemed strange and whimsical that I should find 
it still in progress of composition, and be consulted 
about it by Dr. Caustic himself. While Mr. Fessen- 
den read, I had leisure to glance around at his study, 
which was very characteristic of the man and his occu- 
pations. The table, and great part of the floor, were 
covered with books and pamphlets on agricultural sub- 
jects, newspapers from all quarters, manuscript arti- 
cles for " The New England Farmer," and manuscript 
stanzas for " Terrible Tractoration." There was such 
a litter as always gathers around a literary man. It 
bespoke, at once, Mr. Fessenden's amiable temper and 
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his abstracted habits, that several members of the fitm- 
ily, ohl and yoimg, were sitting in the room, and en- 
gaged in conversation, ai)i)arently without giving him 
the least distui'bance. A specimen of Dr. Caustic's 
inventive genius was seen in the " Patent Steam and 
Hot-Water Stove," which heated the apartment, and 
kept up a pleasant singing sound, like that of a tea- 
kettle, thereby making the fireside more cheerful. It 
appears to me, tliat, having no children of flesh and 
blood, Mr. Fessenden had contracted a fatherly fond- 
ness for this stove, as being his mental progeny ; and 
it must be owned that the stove well deserved his af- 
fection, and repaid it with much warmth. 

The new edition of " Tractoration " came out not 
long afterwards. It was noticed with great kindness 
by the press, but was not warmly received by the pub- 
lic. Mr. Fessenden imputed the failure, in part, to the 
illiberality of the " trade," and avenged himself by a 
little poem, in his best style, entitled " Wooden Book- 
sellers " ; so that the last blow of his satirical scourge 
was given in the good old cause of authors against 
publishers. 

Notwithstanding a wide difference of age, and many 
more points of dissimilarity than of resemblance, Mr. 
Fessenden and myself soon became friends. His par- 
tiality seemed not to be the result of any nice discrimi- 
nation of my good and evil qualities (for he had no 
acuteness in that way), but to be given instinctively, 
like the affection of a child. On my part, I loved the 
old man because his heart was as transparent as a 
f oimtain ; and I could see nothing in it but integrity 
and purity, and simple faith in his fellow-men, and 
good-will towards all the world. His character was 
so open, that I did not need to correct my original 
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conception of it. He never seemed to me like a new 
acquaintance, but as one with whom I had been famil- 
iar from my infancy. Yet he was a rare man, such 
as few meet with in the course of a lifetime. 

It is remarkable, that, with such kindly affections, 
Mr. Fessenden was so deeply absorbed in thought and 
study as scarcely to allow himself time for domestic 
and social enjoyment. During the winter when I first 
knew him, his mental drudgery was almost continual. 
Besides " The New England Farmer," he had the edi- 
torial charge of two other journals, — " The Horticul- 
tural Register," and " The Silk Manual " ; in addition 
to which employment, he was a member of the State 
Legislature, and took some share in the debates. The 
new matter of " Terrible Tractoration " likewise cost 
him intense thought. Sometimes I used to meet him 
in the street, making his way onward apparently by a 
sort of instinct ; while his eyes took note of nothing, 
and would, perhaps, pass over my face without sign of 
recognition. He confessed to me that he was apt to 
go astray when intent on rhyme. With so much to 
abstract him from outward life, he could hardly be 
said to live in the world that was bustling around him. 
Almost the only relaxation that he allowed himself 
was an occasional performance on a bass-viol, which 
stood in the corner of his study, and from which he 
loved to elicit some old-fashioned tune of soothing 
potency. At meal-times, however, dragged down and 
harassed as his spirits were, he brightened up, and 
generally gladdened the whole table with a flash of 
Dr. Caustic's humor. 

Had I anticipated being Mr. Fessenden's biographer^ 
I might have drawn from him many details that would 
have been well worth remembering. But he had not 
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the tendency of most men in advanced life, to be copi- 
ous in }>ersonal reminiscences ; nor did he often speak 
of the noted wiiters and i)oliticians with whom the 
chances of earlier years had associated liim. Indeed, 
lacking a turn for observation of character, his former 
(companions had })assed before him like images in a 
miiTor, giving him little knowledge of their inner na- 
ture. Moreover, till his latest day, he was more in- 
clined to form prosi)ects for the future than to dwell 
ujion the i>ast. I remember — the last time, save one, 
that we ever met — I found him on the bed, suffer- 
ing with a dizziness of the brain. He roused him- 
self, however, and grew very cheerful ; talking, with a 
youthful glow of fancy, about emigrating to Illinois, 
where he possessed a farm, and picturing a new life 
for both of us in that Western region. It has since 
come to my memory, that, while he spoke, there was 
a purple flush across his brow, — the harbinger of 
death. 

I saw him but once more alive. On the thirteenth 
day of November last, while on my way to Boston, ex- 
pecting shortly to take him by the hand, a letter met 
me with an invitation to his funeral. He had been 
struck with apojJexy on Friday evening, three days 
before, and had lain insensible till Saturday night, 
when he expired. The burial took place at Mount 
Auburn on the ensuing Tuesday. It was a gloomy 
day ; for the first snow-storm of the season had been 
drifting through the air since morning ; and the " Gajv 
den of Graves" looked the dreariest spot on earth. 
The snow came down so fast, that it covered the coffin 
in its passage from the hearse to the sepulchre. Th^ 
few male friends who had followed to the cemetery 
descended into the tomb ; and it was there that I took 
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my last glance at the features of a man who will hold 
a place in my remembrance apart from other men. 
He was like no other. In his long pathway through 
life, from his cradle to the place where we had now 
laid him, he had come, a man indeed in intellect and 
achievement, but, in guileless simplicity, a child. Dark 
would have been the hour, if, when we closed the door 
of the tomb upon his perishing mortality, we had be- 
lieved that our friend was there. 

It is contemplated to erect a monument, by subscrip- 
tion, to Mr. Fessenden's memory. It is right that he 
should be thus honored. Mount Auburn will long re- 
main a desert, barren of consecrated marbles, if worth 
like his be yielded to oblivion. Let his grave be 
marked out, that the yeomen of New England may 
know where he sleeps ; for he was their familiar 
friend, and has visited them at all their firesides. He 
has toiled for them at seed-time and harvest : he has 
scattered the good grain in every field ; and they have 
garnered the increase. Mark out his grave as that of 
one worthy to be remembered both in the literary and 
political annals of our country, and let the laurel be 
carved on his memorial stone; for it will cover the 
ashes of a man of genius. 



JONATHAN CILLEY. 

The subject of this brief memorial had barely begun 
to be an actor in the great scenes where his part could 
not have failed to be a prominent one. The nation 
did not have time to recognize him. His death, aside 
from the shock with which the manner of it has thrilled 
every bosom, is looked upon merely as causing a va- 
cancy in the delegation of his State, which a new 
member may fill as creditably as the departed. It 
will, perhaps, be deemed praise enough to say of CiUey, 
that he would have proved himself an active and effi- 
cient paiiiisan. But those who knew him longest and 
most intimately, conscious of his high talents and rare 
qualities, his energy of mind and force of character, 
must claim much more than such a meed for their lost 
friend. They feel that not merely a party nor a sec- 
tion, but our collective country, has lost a man who 
had the heart and the ability to serve her welL It 
would be doing injustice to the hopes whicli lie with- 
ered upon his untimely grave, if, in paying a farewell 
tribute to his memory, we were to ask a narrower sym- 
pathy than that of the people at large. May no bit- 
terness of party prejudices influence him who writes, 
nor those, of whatever political opinions, who may 
read! 

Jonathan Cilley was bom at Nottingham, N. H., on 
the 2d of July, 1802. His grandfather. Colonel Jo- 
seph Cilley, commanded a New Hampshire regiment 
dui'ing the Kevolutionary War, and established a char- 
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acter for energy and intrepidity, of which more than 
one of his descendants have proved themselves the in- 
heritors. Greenleaf Cilley, son of the preceding, died 
in 1808, leaving a family of four sons and three daugh- 
ters. The aged mother of this family, and the three 
daughters, are still living. Of the sons, the only sur- 
vivor is Joseph Cilley, who was an officer in the late 
war, and served with great distinction on the Cana- 
dian frontier. Jonathan, being desirous of a liberal 
education, commenced his studies at Atkinson Acad- 
emy, at about the age of seventeen, and became a 
member of the freshman class of Bowdoin College, 
Brunswick, Me., in 1821. Inheriting but little prop- 
erty from his father, he adopted the usual expedient 
of a young New-Englander in similar circimistances, 
and gained a small income by teaching a country school 
during the winter months, both before and after his 
entrance at college. 

Cniey's character and standing at college afforded 
high promise of usefulness and distinction in after-life. 
Though not the foremost scholar of his class, he stood 
in the front rank, and probably derived all the real 
benefit from the prescribed course of study that it 
could bestow on so practical a mind. His true educa- 
tion consisted in the exercise of those faculties which 
fitted him to be a popular leader. His influence among 
his fellow-students was probably greater than that of 
any other individual ; and he had already made him- 
self powerful in that limited sphere, by a free and 
natural eloquence, a flow of pertinent ideas in lan- 
guage of unstudied appropriateness, which seemed al- 
ways to accomplish precisely the result on which he 
had calculated. This gift was sometimes displayed in 
class meetings, when measures important to those con- 
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cenied were under discussion ; sometimes in mock trials 
at law, when judge, jury, lawyers, prisoner, and wit- 
nesses were personated by the students, and CiUey 
played the part of a fervid and successful advocate ; 
and, besides these exhibitions of power, he regularly 
trained himself in the forensic debates of a literary 
society, of which he afterwards became president. 
Nothing could be less artificial than his style of ora- 
tory. After filling his mind with the necessary in- 
formation, he trusted everything else to his mental 
warmth and the inspiration of the moment, and poured 
himself out with an earnest and irresistible simplicity. 
There was a singular contrast between the flow of 
thought from his lips, and the coldness and restraint 
with which he wrote ; and though, in maturer life, he 
acquired a considerable facility in exercising the pen, 
he always felt the tongue to be his peculiar instrument. 
In private intercourse, Cilley possessed a remarka- 
ble fascination. It was impossible not to regard him 
with the kindliest feelings, because his companions 
were intuitively certain of a like kindliness on his 
part. He had a power of sympathy which enabled 
him to understand every character, and hold com- 
munion with human nature in aU its varieties. He 
never shrank from the intercourse of man with man ; 
and it was to his freedom in this particular that he 
owed much of his subsequent popularity among a peo- 
ple who are accustomed to take a personal interest in 
the men whom they elevate to office. In few words, 
let us characterize him at the outset of life as a young 
man of quick and powerful intellect, endowed with 
sagacity and tact, yet frank and free in his mode of 
action, ambitious of good influence, earnest, active, 
and persevering, with an elasticity and cheerful strength 
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of mind which made difficulties easy, and the struggle 
with them a pleasure. Mingled with the amiable qual- 
ities that were like sunshine to his friends, there were 
harsher and sterner traits, which fitted him to make 
head against an adverse world ; but it was only at the 
moment of need that the iron framework of his char- 
acter became perceptible. 

Immediately on quitting college, Mr. Cilley took up 
his residence in Thomaston, and began the study of 
law in the office of John Kuggles, Esq., now a sena- 
tor in Congress. Mr. Kuggles being then a promi- 
nent member of the Democratic party, it was natural 
that the pupil should lend his aid to promote the po- 
litical views of his instructor, especially as he would 
thus uphold the principles which he had cherished 
from boyhood. From year to year, the election of Mr. 
Iluggles to the state legislature was strongly opposed. 
CiUey's services in overcoming this opposition were 
too valuable to be dispensed with; and thus, at a 
period when most young men still stand aloof from 
the world, he had already taken his post as a leading 
politician. He afterwards found cause to regret that 
so much time had been abstracted from his professional 
studies ; nor did the absorbing and exciting nature of 
his political career aflford him any subsequent oppor- 
tunity to supply the defects of his legal education. 
He was admitted an attomey-at-law in 1829, and in 
April of the same year was married to Miss Deborah 
Prince, daughter of Hon. Hezekiah Prince of Thom- 
aston, where Mr. Cilley continued to reside, and en- 
tered upon the practice of his profession. 
/* In 1831, Mr. Kuggles having been appointed a judge 
of the Court of Common Pleas, it became necessary to 
send a new representative from Thomaston to the leg- 



268 BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES. 

islature of tho State. Mr. Cillcy was brought forward 
as tlie Democratic candidate, obtained his election, 
and took his seat in January, 1832. But in the course 
of this year the friendly relations between Judge Bug- 
gies and Mr. Cilley were broken off. The former gen- 
tleman, it appears, had imbibed the idea that his polit- 
ical aspirations (which were then directed towards a 
seat in the Senate of the United States) did not receive 
all the aid which he was disposed to claim from the in- 
fluence of his late pupil. When, therefore, Mr. Cil- 
ley was held up as a candidate for reelection to the leg-* 
islature, the whole strength of Judge Kuggles and his 
adherents was exerted against him. This was the first 
act and declaration of a political hostility, which was 
too warm and earnest not to become, in some degree, 
pei'sonal, and which rendered Mr. Cilley's subsequent 
career a contuiual struggle with those to whom he 
might naturally have looked for friendship and support. 
It sets his abilities and force of character in the strong- 
est light, to view him, at the very outset of public life, 
without the aid of powerful connections, an isolated 
young man, forced into a position of hostility, not 
merely with the enemies of his party, but likewise 
with a large body of its adherents, even accused of 
treachery to its princij)les, yet gaining triumph after 
triumph, and making his way steadily onward. Surely 
his was a mental and moral energy which death alone 
could have laid prostrate. 

We have tlie testimony of those who knew Mr. Cil- 
ley well, that his own feelings were never so imbit- 
tered by those conflicts as to prevent liim from inter- 
changing the coui*tesies of society with his most violent 
opponents. While their resentments rendered his very 
presence intolerable to them, he could address them 
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with as much ease and composure as if their mutual 
relations had been those of perfect harmony. Thero 
was no affectation in tliis ; it was the good-natured con- 
sciousness of liis own strength that enabled him to 
keep his temper ; it was the same chivalrous sentiment 
which impels hostile warriors to shake hands in the 
intervals of battle. Mr. Cilley was slow to withdraw 
his confidence from any man whom he deemed a friend ; 
and it has been mentioned as almost his only weak 
point, that he was too apt to suffer himself to be be- 
trayed before he would condescend to suspect. His 
prejudices, however, when once adopted, partook of 
the depth and strength of his character, and could 
not be readily overcome. He loved to subdue his 
foes ; but no man could use a triumph more generously 
than he. 

Let us resume our narrative. In spite of the op- 
position of Judge Ruggles and his friends, combined 
with that of the Whigs, Mr. Cilley was reelected to 
the legislature of 1833, and was equally successful in 
each of the succeeding years, imtil his election to Con- 
gress. He was five successive years the representative 
of Thomaston. In 1834, when Mr. Dimlap was nomi- 
nated as the Democratic candidate for governor, Mr. 
CiUey gave his support to Governor Smith, in the be- 
lief that the substitution of a new candidate had been 
unfairly effected. He considered it a stratagem in- 
tended to promote the election of Judge Ruggles to the 
Senate of the United States. Early in the legislative 
session of the same year, the Ruggles party obtained a 
temporary triumph over Mr. Cilley, effected his expul- 
sion from the Democratic caucuses, and attempted to 
stigmatize him as a traitor to his political friends. But 
Mr. CiUey's high and honorable course was erelong im- 
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dei^stood and appreciated by his party and the people. 
He told them openly and boldly that they might under- 
take to exjKjl him from their caucuses, but they could 
not expel him from the Democratic party ; they might 
stigmatize him with any ai)pellation they might choose, 
but they could not reach the height on which he stood, 
nor shake his position \vith the people. But a few 
weeks had elapsed, and Mr. Cilley was the acknowl- 
edged head and leader of that party in the legislature. 
Duiing the same session, Mr. Speaker Cliflford (one 
of the friends of Judge Kuggles) being appointed at- 
tonioy-general, the Kuggles painty were desirous of se- 
curing the election of another of their adherents to 
the chair; but, as it was obvious that Mr. Cilley's 
popidarity woidd gain him the place, the incimibent 
was induced to delay his resignation till the end of 
the term. At the session of 1835, Messrs. Cilley, 
Davee, and McCrote being candidates for the chair, 
Mr. Cilley withdrew in favor of Mr. Davee. That 
gentleman was accordingly elected ; but, being soon 
afterwards appointed sheriff of Somerset County, Mr. 
CiUey succeeded him as speaker, and filled the same 
office during the session of 1836. All parties awarded 
him the praise of being the best presiding officer that 
the house ever had. 

In 1836, he was nominated by a large portion of the 
Democratic electors of the Lincoln Congressional Dis- 
trict as their candidate for Congress. That district 
has recently sho^vn itself to possess a decided Whig 
majority ; and this would have been equally the case 
in 1836, had any other man than Mr. Cilley appeared 
on the Democratic side. He had likewise to contend, 
as in aU the former scenes of his political life, with 
that portion of his own party which adhered to Mr, 



JONATHAN CILLST. 271 

Riiggles. There was still another formidable obstacle 
in the high character of Judge Bailey, who then rep- 
resented the district, and was a candidate for reelec- 
tion. All these difficulties, however, served only to 
protract the contest, but could not snatch the victory 
from Mr. Cilley, who obtained a majority of votes at 
the third trial. It was a fatal triimiph. 

In the siunmer of 1837, a few months after his elec- 
tion to Congress, I met Mr. Cilley for the first time 
since early youth, when he had been to me almost as 
an elder brother. The two or three days which I 
spent in his neighborhood enabled us to renew our 
former intimacy. In his person there was very little 
change, and that little was for the better. He had an 
impending brow, deep-set eyes, and a thin and thought- 
ful countenance, which, in his abstracted moments, 
seemed almost stem ; but in the intercourse of society 
it was brightened with a kindly smile, that will live in 
the recollection of all who knew him. His manners 
had not a fastidious polish, but were characterized by 
the simplicity of one who had dwelt remote from cities, 
holding free companionship with the yeomen of the 
land. I thought him as true a representative of the 
people as ever theory could portray. His earlier and 
later habits of life, his feelings, partialities, and preju- 
dices, were those of the people : the strong and shrewd 
sense which constituted so marked a feature of his 
mind was but a higher degree of the popular intellect. 
He loved the people and respected them, and was 
prouder of nothing than of his brotherhood with those 
who had intrusted their public interests to his care. 
His continual struggles in the political arena had 
strengthened his bones and sinews : opposition had 
kept him ardent ; while success had cherished the gen- 
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erous warmth of his nature, and assisted the growth 
both of his j)owcrs and synii)athies. Disappointment 
might have soured and contracted him ; but it ap- 
peared to me that his tiiumpliant' waii are had been no 
less beneficial to his heart than to his mind. I was 
aware, indeed, that his harsher traits had grown apace 
with his milder ones ; that he possessed iron resolution, 
indomitable perseverance, and an almost terrible en- 
ergy ; but these features had imparted no hardness 
to his character in private intei'course. In the hour 
of public need, these strong qiuilities would have shown 
themselves the most prominent ones, and would have 
encouraged his coimtrymen to rally round him as one 
of their natural leaders. 

In his private and domestic relations, Mr. Cilley was 
most exemplary; and he enjoyed no less happiness 
than he confeiTcd. He had been the father of four 
children, two of whom were in the grave, leaving, I 
thought, a more abiding impression of tenderness and 
regret than the deatli of infants usually makes on the 
masculine mind. Two boys — the elder, seven or 
eight years of age ; and the younger, two — still re- 
mained to him ; and the fondness of these children for 
their father, their evident enjoyment of his society, 
was proof enough of his gentle and amiable character 
within the precincts of his family. In that bereaved 
household there is now another child, whom the father 
never saw. Mr. Cilley's domestic habits were simple 
and primitive to a degree unusual, in most parts of 
our country, among men of so eminent a station as he 
liad attained. It made me smile, though with any- 
thing but scorn, in contrast to the aristocratic state- 
lincss which I have witnessed elsewhere, to see him 
driving home his own cow after a long seai'ch for her 
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tbrough the village. That trait alone would have 
marked him as a man whose greatness lay within him- 
self. He appeared to take much interest in the cul- 
tivation of his garden, and was very fond of flowers. 
He kept bees, and told me that he loved to sit for 
whole hours by the hives, watching the labors of the 
insects, and soothed by the hum with which they filled 
the air. I glance at these minute particulars of his 
daily life, because they form so strange a contrast with 
the circimistances of his death. Who could have be- 
lieved that, with his thoroughly New England charac- 
ter, in so short a time after I had seen him in that 
peaceful and happy home, among those simple occu- 
pations and pure enjoyments, he would be stretched 
in his own blood, — slain for an almost impalpable 
punctilio ! 

It is not my purpose to dwell upon Mr. Cilley's 
brief career in Congress. Brief as it was, his charac- 
ter and talents had more than begun to be felt, and 
would soon have linked his name with the history of 
every important measure, and have borne it onward 
with the progress of the principles which he sup- 
ported. He was not eager to seize opportunities of 
tlunsting himself into notice ; but, when time and the 
occasion siunmoned him, he came forward, and poured 
forth his ready and natural eloquence with as much 
effect in the councils of the nation as he had done in 
those of his own State. With every effort that he 
made, the hopes of his party rested more decidedly 
upon him, as one who would hereafter be found in 
the vanguard of many a Democratic victory. Let me 
spare myself the details of the awful catastrophe by 
which all those proud hopes perished ; for I write with 
a blunted pen and a head benumbed, and am the less 
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able to express my feelings as they lie deep at heart, 
and inexhaustible. 

On the 23d of Februaiy last, Mr. Cilley received a 
challenge from Mr. Graves of Kentucky, through the 
hands of Mr. Wise of Virginia. This measure, as is 
declared in the challenge itself, was grounded on Mr. 
Cillcy's refusal to receive a message, of which Mr. 
Graves had been the bearer, from a person of disputed 
resjMictability ; although no exception to that person's 
character had been expressed by Mr. Cilley ; nor need 
such inference have been drawn, unless Mr. Graves 
were conscious that public opinion held his friend in a 
doubtful light. The challenge was accepted, and the 
paiiiies met on the following day. They exchanged 
two shots with rifles. After each shot, a conference 
was held between the friends of both parties, and the 
most generous avowals of respect and kindly feeling 
were made on the part of Cilley towards his antago- 
nist, but without avail. A third shot was exchanged ; 
and Mr. Cilley fell dead into the arms of one of his 
friends. While I write, a Committee of Investigation 
is sitting upon this affair : but the public has not 
waited for its award ; and the writer, in accordance 
with the public, has formed his opinion on the official 
statement of Messrs. Wise and Jones. A challenge 
was never given on a more shadowy pretext ; a duel 
was never pressed to a fatal close in the face of such 
open kindness as was expressed by Mr. Cilley ; and 
the conclusion is inevitable, that Mr. Graves and his 
principal second, Mr. Wise, have gone further than 
their own dreadful code will warrant them, and over- 
stepped the imaginary distinction, which, on their own 
principles, separates manslaughter from murder. 

Alas that over the grave of a dear friend my sor- 
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row for the bereavement must be mingled with another 
grief, — that he threw away such a life in so misera- 
ble a cause ! Why, as he was true to the Northern 
character in all things else, did he swerve from his 
Northern principles in this final scene ? But his error 
was a generous one, since he fought for what he 
deemed the honor of New England ; and, now that 
death has paid the forfeit, the most rigid may forgive 
him. If that dark pitfall — that bloody grave — had 
not lain in the midst of his path, whither, whither 
might it not have led him ! It has ended there : yet 
so strong was my conception of his energies, so like 
destiny did it appear that he should achieve every- 
thing at which he aimed, that even now my fancy 
will not dwell upon his grave, but pictures him still 
amid the struggles and triumphs of the present and 
the future.^ 

1838. 

1 A very subtile and searchinj^ description of Cilley's mental and 
moral qualities is given in Hawthorne's American Note-Books, p. 75. 
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